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_YAAHOO!—The New Phase 


It feels like Bhagwan is taking us 
yet again into different lands — and 
He is doing it more outrageously than 
ever. 

Anyone who picks up a copy of the 
RTI will receive the gift of Bhagwan’s 
amazingly eloquent discourses; His 
sense and His vision, and the ultimate 
optimism He offers to a tragic planet. 
They will receive the keys to all the 
treasures that enlightenment offers, 
regardless of which discourse they 
read. Bhagwan, like a hammer on the 
rock, is every moment shattering 
anything our minds can use to restrict 
the freedom that is natural to our 
being. In every discourse, He points us 
to the moon, and patiently explains our 
uniqueness, our individuality, our 
oneness with the moon and the rest of 
the universe. 

It is remarkable that all this can be 


AIDS CERTIFICATE 
If you are coming to Rajneeshdham 
you must bring an AIDS Test 

… Certificate that is no older than one 
mont, maoming your kegel name. 


Ernie and Becky Goldberg and the gaps 
between the prayers, Bhagwan creates 
outrageous comedy from apparently 
serious questions. (See page:12 
Masterpiece). In the paradox of a 
“command to yaahoo” and the ecstasy 
of “let—-go”, and through this endless 
parade of contrasts, Bhagwan is there. 
In all these precious moments, He opens 
our hearts and draws from them the 
intelligence that is required to 
understand Him. 

To create the space needed to 
cultivate this delicate intelligence of the 
heart, amidst the rat-race of western 
‘civilization’, is almost impossible. As 
we come to Poona, bringing with us all 
the tensions we imagine are needed to 
survive, Bhagwan dissolves these 
imaginings in pools of silence and 
laughter. It is the most genuine, 
authentic and lighthearted process ever 
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going on than the printed discourses 
can ever convey. It comes amidst sighs 
and yaahoo’s, laughter to the point of 
tears, and the most timeless, empty 
silence imaginable. Gradually over 
the past weeks Bhagwan has turned 


away the layers of protection that we 
have wrapped around our naked selves. 
In the atmosphere of pure joy and trust 
He creates around Him, and when we 
are helplessly lolling in waves of 
laughter, Bhagwan is penetrating to our 






DISCOURSE 
„Unfortunately She did not Scream8 
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Dolma's Question—Part 2 18. discourse into a riot of laughter, with | core. 
| Niskriya’s antics and Avirbhava’s 
ARTS inexhaustible screams; with Little J 
. Melting Through Music 14 
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“There has never been anyone like 
him before. It is doubtful whether there 
will ever be anyone like him again. 
Anyone who can turn over two dozen 
governments against him must have 
something in him. One suspects it is 
intellectual honesty of a rare kind. There 
have been others like him at different 
times. A Walt Whitman, a Bernard 
Shaw, a Bertrand Russell, iconoclasts in 
their own way and with an abundance of 
talent. But even while they paid a certain 
price, knew where to stop. Rajneesh 
pulls all stops. His freedom is without 
end.” 

M.V. KAMATH: THE BOOK 
REVIEW, Jan.—Feb., 1988 


“Bhagwan lives and will continue to 
live if not physically, within the hearts 
and minds of millions of his followers. 
The man plays magic with his eyes, his 
voice, his language and his combination 
of words.” 

GAJANAN KHERGAMKER: 
CLARITY, 13-19 March, 1988 
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A recent issue of the Rajneesh Times 
Carried this rather revealing blow—up. 
The pose is Burt Reynolds-like, but 
without the ‘bottom’. 
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Rajneesh: A picture of health. 


SOCIETY, 
April 1988 
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New Meditation Center 
in France 


Bhagwan'’s books, tapes, videos, photos 

and the Rajneesh Times International 

(English and French editions) are for 
sale at this new center. 

ABHAR 

RAJNEESH MEDITATION CENTER 

VILLA MURTI 

06750 THORENC FRANCE 

TEL: 93 60 0128 











































Room with a View 


Stepping out into deep space from 
his space capsule, an American astro- 
naut, Rusty Schweickart, looked down 
on this blue-green planet afloat in the 
void and was struck by the meaning- 
lessness of national borders and poli- 
tics. 

‘““When you look down from space, 
you realize it’s all on planet, that we 
are all related,” Schweickart said. In 
1985 he founded the Association of 
Space Explorers (ASE), an exclusive 
international club designed to promote 
a one-world approach to space explora- 
ton. 

But it's not necessary to go to outer 
space to have a similar viewpoint. 
Rarely leaving His room, Bhagwan has 
been speaking for years about the inter- 
dependence of life on “this small and 
beautiful and luminous planet.” He has 
repeatedly called for an end to all false 
lines and borders, including those des- 
ignated by families, religions and na- 
tions. 
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BUNTE Does About Face 








Recently He announced the creation of 
the World Academy of Creative Sci- 
ence, Arts and Consciousness, a meri- 
tocracy of the best intelligences the 
world has to offer. The Academy, 
which could form the basis of a world 
government, will promote a united 
approach to life on this planet. 

With a more limited agenda, 
Schweickart's ASE has already faced 
stiff opposition from NASA. Active 
American astronauts are strongly ad- 
vised not to join the organization be- 
cause of its “political nature”. 

In contrast, the Soviet Union has em- 
braced ASE. It has been highly praised 
by Tass, the official news agency. 
Schweickart, who participated in the 
Apollo 9 mission in 1969, is embar- 
rassed by the “small-mindedness’ of 
the Americans. As another ASE 
spokesman said:“Not everyone who 
goes up there comes back changed.” 
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Aids Update: Forget Handshakes, 
Say “YAAHOO! Instead, Bhagwan Tells 


Disciples 


People who don’t want to get the 
AIDS virus should stop shaking hands 
and greet each other in new ways that 
avoid bodily contact, said Bhagwan 
Shree Rajneesh, in a recent discourse. 

Bhagwan said that new scientific 
evidence suggests the AIDS virus can 
be passed through perspiration. To 
avoid handshakes, he gave his disciples 
a ‘mantra salute’ in which two people 
face each other, raise both arms to the 
stars and exclaim “Y AAHOO!" 

“Never shake hands, because if the 
other hand has a little perspiration you 
are unnecessarily getting into trouble. 
It is better to say ‘YAAHOO! It is 
clean, hygienic,” Bhagwan told 5,000 
sannyasins in Gautama the Buddha 








Auditorium. 

He said the gesture of reaching 
towards the stars symbolizes man's 
longing for higher consciousness. 

Amid much laughter, we greet 
Bhagwan each evening with a loud 
“YAAHOO!” as he arrives for 
discourse. m 


“To take pictures of Bhagwan is the 
culmination of my 50-year career as a 
photographer,” said Hilmar Pabel, a 
photographer for the German 
magazine, BUNTE. 

On a 2-day visit to Rajneeshdham, 
Pabel took pictures of Bhagwan in dis- 
course and of sannyasins involved in 
ashram activities like Nadabrahma 
meditation and music group. Address- 
ing sannyasins at the music group, he 
said, “Oh, such beautiful faces. These 
are the most happy and hilarious people 
I have ever seen in one place. Tell your 
Master that He should be president of 
the whole world.” 

His mood darkened on 
Enlightenment Day when Pabel 
questioned Bhagwan about why He had 
recently greeted sannyasins with a 
straight arm ““Nazi-type” salute. (See 
Masterpiece p.7) 

“] was just making a joke,” 
Bhagwan said. “T want you and your 
readersof BUNTE to know that Iam not 
a serious man.” 

Describing the salute later as a 
“hand raised towards the highest 
consciousness,” Bhagwan said, “TI am 
absolutely against any Nazi ideology.” 

‘“My effort was simply to help you 
to laugh at the point. And if you can 
laugh, the wounds can be healed, the 
guilt can disappear.” 











Enraged by Bhagwan's response to 
the question, BUNTE reporter Inge 
Byhan said, “What Bhagwan has done 
and said is an insult to humanity.” 

Apparently she was more 
personally insulted when Bhagwan 
said in the discourse that she would 
have to tell lies about Him and write a 
negative story in order to get it 
published. 

“He ridiculed me in front of 7,000 
people and he will find the answer in 
front of 5 million people. And I will 
describe him as an old, shabby, show- 
off.” Byhan said. (BUNTE, a 
sensational magazine in Germany, has 
a circulation of 1.5 million.) 

Even after the discourse Pabel was 
laughing. He said, “It is a wonderful 
story to write about.” But the next day, 
the 78-year old man who has lived 
through two world wars, was confused 
by the love and the pain he felt 
simultaneously. 

Pabel burst out crying when a 
sannyasin explained that Bhagwan was 
being compassionate towards him and 
the German people. “TI am an old heart, 
too old. The shock is too much for me.” 
Pabel is a famous photographer in 
Germany who has portrayed the ugly 
faces of war, famine and 
overpopulation. 
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Hidden Harmony Out in Front 





Hidden Harmony breaks out 


In a photo-finish, Hidden Harmony 
won a recent Swedish trotting race by a 
head. 

The mare, which is trained by 
“Bhagwan” stables, is owned by a 
Swedish sannyasin, Swami Prem 
Christer. The horse was named after a 


series of discourses given by Bhagwan 
in 1974 devoted to the Greek philoso- 
pher, Heraclitus. 

The odds against Hidden Harmony 
were 9 to 1, so Swedish sannyasins 
betting on her were well rewarded. 

mj 
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Lufthansa salutes Bhagwan 


Flying from Germany to Australia 
last month, on a Lufthansa charter 
flight, a sannyasin’s mother was 
delighted by the pilot’s first and only 
announcement. 

“We're flying over Poona,” he said, 
“It’s the former home of the world-- 
famous Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh.” 

The pilot was obviously not aware 


that Bhagwan had returned to Poona. 
The fact that our beloved Master's 
absence was the only. point worth 
mentioning on this journey half way 
across the world could be an indication 
that our YaaHoo's are reaching 
towards the stars. 
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Rajneesh Times International 
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In Japanese Moun 


Amidst ancient cedar trees, wind, 
light falling snow and occasional 
flashes of sunlight, a message from 
Bhagwan was delivered March 3 at a 
1350-year old Shinto shrine deep in the 
Nara mountains. 

“Ihave kept the promise. I have told 
you I will be coming as Maitreya. I have 
come” 

Bhagwan’s words were read first in 
English after playing of sannyasin 
music and then repeated in Japanese by 
Mikinosuke Kakisaka. Kakisaka is the 
head priest of Japan’s second most pres- 
tigious shrine, Tenkawa Dai Benzaiten 
Nyosha, which is situated at the very 
center of Japan. 

“I proclaim the New Man,” Kak- 
isáka read before an audience of about 
500 people which included Buddhist 
and Shinto priests and some members 
of the Japanese parliament. In the name 
of Bhagwan, Kakisaka announced the 
death of the old man along with the birth 
of the new. 

“Those who have a rebellious spirit 
should just disconnect themselves and 
they will be the saviors, they will create 
a Noah's ark, they will be the beginning 
of a new world. We can go through a 
total transformation.” 
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message 


Sent out on Bhagwan’s stationery, 
the message was signed “The Lord 
Maitreya.” Before it was read, the Fes- 
tival of Momo, which is celebrated 
every spring, was formal and boring, 
said Swami Anand Shantam, a Japa- 
nese sannyasin. 

Immediately after the message was 
finished, the audience clapped enthusi- 
astically. “The energy shot up,” Shan- 
tam said. “About 200 people, including 
old men and women, started dancing 
spontaneously over the site where the 


Mikinosuka Kakisaka singing with Japanese musicians after the reading of Bhagwan's 


tains Bhagwan Resounds 


day before holy objects from around the 
world had been buried. 

Accompanied by the sounds of 
Kakisaka’s singing, drum, flutes, bells 
and synthesizer, the dancing went on 
for over an hour. 

“Everyone was so joyful,” Shantam 
said. “There was such an opening.” 

“This is the real celebration,” an 
elderly Shinto man told Shantam. 

NKH-TV, Japan's BBC, devoted 
five minutes of air time to the Momo 
festival and included Bhagwan'’s mes- 





sage in their report. The event was also 
covered by Fuji-TV and several news- 
papers 

Bhagwan’s books, paintings and a 
series of His signatures were also on 
display at the shrine. Originally con- 
fused by them, an elderly Shinto man 
went away, meditated for an hour and 
returned smiling to tell Shantam of a 
vision he had. 

“Maitreya and his words now can 
only be communicated through dancing 
and joyfulness,” he told Shantam. “One 
must not make great efforts to medi- 
tate.” 

Kakisaka, who said he would come 
to Poona in June, wants to keep the 
Bhagwan exhibit at the shrine. “IT want 
to meditate there,” Kakisaka said. “I 
also want to guide other people to 
meditate there.” 

When Kakisaka first saw what 
Bhagwan’s message was, he was 
shocked. For days he agonized over 
whether he was going to read it before 
the gathering. 

Thirty minutes before the final cere- 
mony, Kakisaka called Shantam to his 
room. Extremely tense and nervous for 
days, the 53-year old man suddenly 
smiled and said “I will do it.” 


n 
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Another Fraud — Michael of Munich 


Demand creates supply and, gaug- 
ing from the number of gurus in the 
marketplace, that demand is great. 

For the heartfully inclined, 
Bhagwan is a touchstone for testing 
true gold. For those more mechanically 
minded, He is a consumer’s guide for 
the perplexed, describing what to look 
for and what to avoid. 

“The seeker should look at the 
master first, not at what he says, but at 
what he is. Is he something transcen- 
dental? Is his life a laughter, a song, a 
dance, a joy, a blissfulness? Or is he 
Just a pretender, a businessman fulfill- 
ing your expectations?” Bhagwan said 
in a recent discourse. 

“A master is not a teacher. A mas- 
ter is a fire you have to go through so 








Dr, Michael Strzempa-Depre 
Connolly Str. 28 
8000 Munich 40 
WEST GERMANY 


Dear Dr. Depre, 


their sannyas names. 


existence. 





Ma Prem Hasya 


International Secretary to Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 


March 16, 1988 


We have been informed that you are using Bhagwan's name to 
attract followers, saying to them that you have met Bhagwan 
personally, and He told you to represent Him in the West. We 
also hear that you are telling Bhagwan's disciples not to use 


You definitely did not have an audience with Him, neither on 
the physical plane, nor the astral plane, nor on any level of 


You are a fraud and you are betray ing Bhagwan by using His 

name for your own personal gain. Stop this deceit inmedi- 

ately. If you have any quts, you will show this letter to your 
“‘followers” so that they can learn the truth. 


that all that is not gold in you is burnt 
and only the pure gold comes out!” 
Bhagwan has jokingly said that 
Germany produces more ‘enlightened’ 
people than any other country. Ma Prem 
Rajita, a 37 year-old sannyasin from 
Munich, recently encountered this phe- 
nomenon when she became involved 
with a self-styled ‘enlightened’ mystic 
called Dr. Michael Strzempa-Deprè. 
She talked with the Rajneesh Times 
International about Michael's attempts 
to exploit sannyasins. 
RTI: Rajita, is it true that you met an 
enlightened German? 
Rajita: It started when a friend of mine 
showed me a program by a former san- 
nyasin called Dr. Michael Strzempa- 
Deprè. She told me: “I met this guy, and 
he's a beautiful 
man.” So I decided 
to check him out. 
RTI: This was in 
Munich? 
Rajita: Yes. One 
evening, 1 went 
along. He was sit- 
ting in a chair and 
people were asking 
him questions— 
you know like 
Bhagwan did in the 
early days. Michael 
was talking about 
past lives in Egypt. 
He said he’d been a 
god and hadn’t been 
on earth for 3,000 
years. He told his 












vemeld disciples they had 
Ja Behe all been famous 
Ma Prem Hasya people: Mozart, 





kings, queens…I 


was really hypnotized by his eyes. 
RTI: Did he say anything about 
Bhagwan? 

Rajita: No, he didn’t, but what he was 
saying about conditioning and spiritual 
growth was very similar to what 
Bhagwan has been saying. So then I 
asked him what is the connection be- 
tween his work and Bhagwan’s work. 
He said that he had been the deity Isis, 
in ancient Egypt, and that Bhagwan had 
been Re, another Egyptian god. He also 
said that Bhagwan’s physical weakness 
is akarmic illness from Egyptian times. 
Michael said he could heal Bhagwan— 
simply by his presence. 

Then later a girlfriend of mine, who is 
very close to Michael, said they wanted 
to buy a big villa for him near Munich. 
Because I have money, they wanted me 
to guarantee a bank loan. The price of 
the villa was about three million 
deutschmarks. Michael has about 20 
followers, and none of them have any 
money. I was the only person who was 
able to help finance a project like that. 
RTI: Are his followers all sannyasins? 
Rajita: No, not all—but some. 

RTI: What happened when you talked 
to Michael about buying the villa? 
Rajita: He was very persuasive. He told 
me he'd met Bhagwan while visiting 
Poona last year—that Bhagwan had 
given him a private audience. He said: 
“Bhagwan has sent me to work in the 
West, while He manages the East.” 
Michael also said that Bhagwan’s 
message to sannyasins who have joined 
him is to drop their sannyas names, and 
not to mention Bhagwan any more 
because there is so much prejudice 
against Him in the West. 

[believed him and I agreed to guarantee 


a loan for 200,000 deutschmarks. But 
later, 1 had a funny feeling about 
Michael, because he was having great 
difficulty buying the villa, and yet he 
persisted. 

[told Michael that I was going to 
Poona, to get clear about it all. He gave 
me a letter to give to Bhagwan, explain- 
ing their connection in Egypt. I gave the 
letter to Neelam, and a few days later I 
got a message to see Hasya. She told 
me: “Your friend's letter has reached 
Bhagwan. Everything he says is false. It 
is a betrayal of Bhagwan. He has never 
given a private, one-to-one audience to 
this man. This man is a fraud.” 


Bhagwan's exposure of false gurus is 
something that needs to be done. “7 
have simply to say the truth to you even 
if it goes against all manners. I have to 
hit directly into your heart the truth, 
howsoever it hurts.” 

In the spiritual marketplace there 
are three possibilities. A false seeker 
can find a false guru. A real seeker can 
finda false guru. A false seeker can find 
a real master. 

When a real seeker finds an authen- 
tic master, it is no longer of the 
marketplace. 

How can you tell a real master? 

Bhagwan says: “There is only one 
way to find whether someone is truly 
your master. If in his presence, if in his 
universe of seekers, if in his caravan of 
searchers, you suddenly stumble upon 
yourself, and you find the ecstasy that 
you have never experienced, and the 
blessings that have not been even in 
your dreams, and after this experience, 
no question arises in you — that is the 
very definitive thing, that no question 
arises in you.” 
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Dance the Bombs Away 











A: 


this global joke we'll soon ff 

ing at : 51,500 nuclear warheads cur- 
rently wait to fulfill their mission — 
25,000 of them belong to the United 
States, 25,000 to the Soviet Union, and 
1,500 are spread among other coun- 
tries. Most are capable of unleashing 10 
to 20 times the destructive pow: 
dropped on Hiroshima. Last year 15 nu 
clear weapons tests were conducted by 
the U.S., 19 by the Soviet Union, five 
by France, and one by China. 

In 1979 the American Early Warn- 
ing System somehow read a military 
computer war game as a live missile 
launch, putting defense chain on low- 
level alert and sending Air Force jets 
aloft. It took six minutes to discover the 
error. 

These days missiles equipped with 
computer guidance systems that launch 
on warning can reach their destination 
in less than ten minutes. Ten minutes to 
decipher whether the blip on your com- 
puter terminal is real or imagined. In 
1984 some 256 “serious errors” oc- 
curred, with the number allegedly in- 
creasing every year. 

But wait, there are a few more 
touches to this nightmare joke before 
the punch line pushes us into a puddle 
of giggles. Computer breakdown is 
rapidly becoming as common as the 
common cold and a thousand-fold 
more difficult to treat. Computer “vi 
ruses” are infecting massive computer 
installations in commercial and mili- 
tary operations faster than you can 
mumble “What the hell happened?” 
Time magazine recently announced 
that the October 19th stock market 
crash which devastated the world's 
economy was essentially the result of 
faulty computer-launched program 
trading. An investigative report re- 
leased last week by the General Ac- 
counting Office (GAO) revealed that, 








“the computer systems that handle se- 


_curities trading on the New York stock 


xchange suffered repeated break- 
wons,the week of the crash, adding 
canly to the den usion and fuel- 
panic.” “The October 
nen nearly became a 


Chaités Bowsher 
And that’s just electronically 
speaking. The psychological makeup 


of the man attached to the finger that 


es the “button” that ends the world 


re power, and he is 
anatical as any Adolf 
Hitler... (He) is standing 
on almost an Everest of 
nuclear weapons ready to 
destroy the whole life on 
this beautiful planet. 
Hence, I have to make 
this strange statement: 
love him; I respect him as 
a human being if he 
comes back to his san- 
ity… but he is becoming 
more and more insane 
and senile. Retarded he 
has always been. It would 
have been perfectly good 
if he had remained in 
Hollywood as a cowboy 
actor. But when he be- 
came the president, he 
started behaving in the 
same way as if he was 
acting in a cowboy film. 
It is real life; it is not a 
film. But he has not been able to assimi- 
late the fact. his fanatical and fascist 
mind is capable of doing any idiotic 
thing.” 

The funny side to this state of uni- 
versal madness is the blessed presence 
of just one ordinary laughing, dancing 
man like Bhagwan who can transform 
jails into holiday resorts and thousands 
of misfits into grateful rebels of exis- 








Pop song turns off Pope 


Radio stations in predominantly 
Catholic Bavaria have banned a pop 
song, “Go Forth and Multiply” which 
severely criticizes the Pope's stand on 
birth control. 

Written by Udo Jürgens, the song 
accuses Pope John Paul II and the 
Catholic church of promoting hunger 
and mass death through overpopula- 
tion. In a subsequent interview to the 
press, Jurgens said the Pope is spread- 
ing “dangerous lies”. 

In addition to the radio boycotts, 
legal action against Jurgens: is being 
considered by the Church. At a recent 
press conference of German Bishops, a 
spokesman said: “We're going to see if 
a crime has been committed. Then 
we'll go to the courts.” 


The song and its story is just a faint 
echo of the hornets’ nest Bhagwan has 
stirred up throughout the Christian 
world. Bhagwan has said: “The Pope is 
continually interfering. He will not al- 
low birth control: it is a sin, a sin 
against God. And what kind of God is 
this, who can't see that the earth is 
overburdened with the population?” 

“The more Christians there are, the 
more power is in the hands of Christian 
priests, the priesthood. Nobody is inter- 
ested in saving anybody, but just in 
increasing the population.” 

Responding to the furor over his 
song, Jurgens said: “I don’t take any- 
thing back. I have only said the truth.” 
The boycott of his song, he said, re- 
minded him of ‘Nazi’ methods. 


tence. The funny side is that laughter is 
contagious, joy is infectious and a bat- 
talion of clowns can slay an audience as 
well as any atomic bomb! 

Can you imagine Hitler inidaine 
Poland at the head of an army of duck- 
waddling, white-faced mimes? Or Ivan 
the Terrible raping and pillaging a vil- 
lage with a hoard of pie-throwing, 
stand-up comics? A bit unimaginable 
because military suicidal insanity is 
born out of a womb of no-chuckles 
misery. But wipe out the seriousness or 
the misery and what have you got? A 
circus of pure joy! 

A few weeks ago Bhagwan shed 
His light on this umbilical cord between 
suicidal misery and military might and 
reawakened within us the superatomic 
power of laughter we never realized we 
had:“Miserable people are dangerous 





because they don’t care whether the 
earth survives or not. They are so mis- 
erable that deep down they may wish it 
is better if everything is finished. Who 
cares if you are living in misery? Only 
happy people, ecstatic people, dancing 
people would like this planet to survive 
forever … 

The people who have gathered 
around me are learning how to be more 
happy, how to be more meditative, how 
to laugh more, live more, 
love more, and spread 
love,laughter around the 
world. This is the only 
protection against nu- 
clear weapons. If the 
whole globe can learn to 
love and laugh and enjoy 
the dance, then Ronald 
Reagan and Gorbachev 
will look surprised, 
“What has happened?” 

The whole world 
seems to have gone mad. 
And a people who are 
happy, contented, are 
not the people to be 
forced to kill other 
people who have not 
done any harm to you. It 
is not strange that all the 
armies down the ages 
have been kept sexually 
repressed. Because 


sexually repressed people are bound to 
be destructive. Their very repression 
forces them to destroy something. 
Have you ever watched in your own 
being, when you are happy, joyful, you 
want to create something. When you 
are miserable, suffering, you want to 
destroy something. It is a revenge … 

We need more happy people around 
the earth to prevent a Third World War. 
You will be amazed, surprised by my 
answer. You may not be able immedi- 
ately to find what connection there can 
be between nuclear weapons and 
people's laughter. There is. These nu- 
clear weapons and these destructive 
war machines cannot work by them- 
selves. They are being worked by hu- 
man beings, behind them are human 
hands. A hand that knows the beauty of 
arose flower cannot drop a bomb on Hi- 
roshima. A hand that knows the 
beauty of love is not the hand to 
keep a gun loaded with death. 
Just a little contemplation and 
you will understand what I'm 
saying. am saying spread laugh- 
ter, spread love, spread life af- 
firmative values, grow more 
flowers around the earth. And 
everything that is beautiful, ap- 
preciate it, and everything that is 
inhuman, condemn it. Take away 
the whole earth from the hands of 
the politicians and the priests and 
you would have saved the world, 
and you would have changed the 
world into a totally new phe- 
nomenon with human conscious- 
ness. 

And it has to be done now. 
Because the time is very short. 
By the time of the twentieth cen- 
tury, either we will enter into the 
first century of a new history of man or 
there will be no one left, not even a 
single flower alive. Everything will be 
dead. Reduced to a single statement, I 
can say, if we can make humanity hap- 
pier there is not going to be any Third 
World War.” 

Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

HARI OM TAT SAT 

Discourse 5, Jan.19, 1988 Evening 
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You Will Have to Write Lies 


But Write! If You Write Anything Positive About Me, the Article 


Beloved Bhagwan, 

Last night, when you stood up to leave, you saluted 
with the gesture that we call in Germany the ‘Hitler’ 
greeting. 

May I ask what was your idea in doing this? What 
were you conveying through this gesture? 

Now look Niskriya , how many troubles you are 
creating for me! This question is from Hilmar Pabel 
and Inge Byhan, photographer and journalist for 
Bunte. Soon you will see my photograph on the cover 
of Bunte with the salute…and I hope with a negative 
article. I enjoy negative articles! And Pabel, I know 

you are not negative. You have loved the place, you 

have loved my people. You will be in difficulty now. 
You will have to write lies. But write! If you write 
anything positive about me, the article will not be 
published. 


I am just making you aware and alert: if you want | 


your photographs and article to be published, make it 
as negative as possible. I love all kinds of things. 

Your question may seem superficial to others—it 
is not. As far as I am concerned there are many kinds 
of greetings. The Hindus greet with both the hands 
folded together. Their cunning explanation is that they 
are bowing down to your godliness, to the god within 
you. / 
But I call it cunning, because their saints don’t do 
that. If you go to a Hindu saint, a shankaracharya, you 
will do the Hindu gesture of greeting, but he will not 
respond in the same way. Because of this stupid 
gesture 1 became unnecessarily an enemy of the ex- 
prime minister of India, Morarji Desai. 

We both were invited by a Jaina acharya Tulsi. He 
was sitting on a very high pedestal. For me there was 
no problem, because even higher than him there was 
sitting a cockroach. So I did not take any notice, but 
Morarji Desai could not manage to contain himself. 

He immediately said, “This meeting”—and there 
were twenty other scholars from all over India— "is 
being called to discuss significant questions of life, but 
before we start I want to ask two questions. My first 
question is that when I did namaskar, the Hindu 
gesture, why did you not answer it in the same way?” 


For a moment he looked at me… 
and we recognized each other, 
and the whole group recognized 
that now there 1s trouble. 


Because the Jaina monk or the Hindu saint cannot 
do that. His tradition is not permitting him to do that. 
He is higher than you— how can he make a gesture 
similar to yours. He makes a gesture, but that gesture 
is of blessing. All Hindu monks, Jaina monks, Bud- 
dhist monks, they all make the gesture of blessing. 

But Morarji is a very stubborn type of man. He 
said, “IT am not your disciple and I have not come here 
to ask for your blessings— why are you making this 
gesture?” | 

The gathering of those twenty scholars.…and I was 
sitting by the side of Morarji Desai. Everybody felt 
that now it has become more difficult to come to any 
conclusion on any point; it has already become a weird 
situation. 

And Morarji said, “Secondly, you are sitting so 


Niskriya..how many troubles… 


high, and why are we sitting so low? If you were 
addressing a public meeting, 1 could understand that 
you would have to sit a little higher so everybody 
could see you. But this is not a public meeting, this is 
just a small group of twenty people. Why can't we sit 
on the same ground? Why do you sit hung up in the 
sky?” 

At that time Morarji Desai was finance minister of 
India. Acharya Tulsi had not the guts to say anything; 
neither had he the simple approach, to get down and sit 
with everybody and make a namaskar. There was no 
need for any answer, but he remained frozen; neither 
could he do namaskar, because he is a spiritual leader, 
nor could he get down, because he could not sit with 
ordinary people. There was a silence. 

1 said to Acharya Tulsi, “The question has not been 
asked to me, it has been asked to you, but you seem to 
be completely frozen. Allow me to answer.” 

And I told Morarji Desai that “Although you have 
not asked the question to me, because Acharya Tulsi 
seems to be completely dead, somebody has to an- 
swer. I am ready to answer—are you ready to re- 
ceive?” 

For amoment he looked at me…and we recognized 
each other, and the whole group recognized that now 
there is trouble. 

I said, “There are twenty people here. Everybody 
is better cultured and more educated than you, but 
nobody else has raised the question of why he is sitting 
higher. It simply shows that the man is stupid, and your 
asking this question puts you also in the same cate- 
gory! Let him hang anywhere he wants— why does it 
hurt you? It must be hurting your ego. It is not his 
sitting there; it is hurting your ego that you are being 
reduced to the level of ordinary human beings and you 
are the finance minister of India. 

“And secondly, you had greeted him with folded 
hands—that does not mean that the other is bound to 
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answer it in the same way. You have done your 
humble gesture. He is not a humble man. But your 
being disturbed that your humble answer has not be 
answered shows simply that your gesture was not 
humble itself. Your expectation was that you should 
be taken as equal to a spiritual leader. And that 
spiritual leader is absolutely dead, because I am hitting 
him so hard and he is simply sitting there. Leave him 
aside and we should start the discussion. These stupid 
questions— we have not gathered here…” 

But there is a deep history behind these gestures. 
The meaning that is given to them is superficial; the 
real reason is different. The real reason comes out of 
war, self-defense. All these gesture are born out of 
war. 
When two persons meet, if you are greeting each 
other with folded hands it shows two things: first that 
you are friendly, second that you are not hiding some 
dangerous weapon in your hands. The real history of 
it is war. 

The same is the situation with shaking hands. Why 
don’t you shake hands with the left hand? You shake 
hands with the right hand, because the right hand is 
capable to hide any weapon and strike somebody. The 
left hand is not so capable. 

This gesture Adolf Hitler used also has its roots in 
two things: one, you show your right hand—that it is 
empty, that you are not carrying any weapon, that you 
are not dangerous, that you can be taken as friendly. 
Secondly it shows the desire that “we are going to win, 
we are going higher and higher towards the sky.” It 
shows the longing and the desire to win over the world. 

Churchill used to make this symbol, the “V* for 
victory — “We are going to be victorious!” 

All these symbols have arisen out of war, continu- 
ous war. Humanity has been fighting and fighting. In 
three thousand years there have been five thousand 
wars. It seems there is no other business for us but to 
war, to kill each other. 

The people who have gathered here are not sol- 
diers, are not in any way interested that there should be 
any violence, any destruction. They know, and I want 
you and your readers of Bunte to know, that I am not 
a serious man. So I was just making a joke. And [ have 
chosen Niskriya because he looks. Should [tell him 
to stand up again? 

It is better… when I go then I will give you another 
chance to take the photograph—not only of me, but of 
everybody else! Let the Bunte readers also enjoy! 

Pabel, you will forgive me, it is time for prayer. 


Paddy has had a few drinks at lunchtime and is 
going home on the bus, when a woman gets on with her 
baby. Paddy can't believe his eyes and just keeps 
staring at them. Finally he can’t resist any longer, so 
he leans over and says, “Lady, that is about the ugliest 
baby I have ever seen!” The woman freaks out and 
starts sobbing uncontrollably. 

The conductor stops the bus and comes to see what 
the problem is. But the woman is too upset to speak. 

“Okay, Madam,” says the conductor, “I will go to 
that cafe across the street and bring you a nice cup of 
tea; that should calm you down. And while I am there, 
I will get a banana for your monkey.” 


Okay, Maneesha? 
Yes, Bhagwan. 


YAAHOO!— The Mystic Rose, Discourse 1 
March 21, 1988 
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Geliefde Bhagwan, 
Tot mijn verbazing bemerkte ik dat de jour- 
nalisten van de BUNTE uit Duitsland gister- 
avond geschokt waren door Uw opmerkingen tij- 
dens de lezing: Voor mijzelf en andere Duitse 
sannyasins was het geweldig om te zien hoe U zo 
zacht en vol hilariteit de draak stak met het hele 
nazi gebeuren. Mijn lachen hielp mij het hele 
geladen verleden en de schuldgevoelens verbon- 
den met Hitlers’ Duitsland, op te lossen. 

Inge Byhan van de BUNTE echter, kon er de 
grap niet van in zien. Ze was buiten zich zelf van 
woede en wilde de Boeddhahal halverwege de 
lezing verlaten. Ze beweerde dat U zo de mens- 
heid op verschrikkelijke wijze beledigde. Ze ging 
krijsend te keer. 

Bhagwan, het stemt me zo verdrietig dat deze 
stomme vrouw zich zo misdroeg. Ik vraag U 
excuus voor haar gedrag en vanuit de grond van 
mijn hart dank ik U voor mijn bevrijding. 


uriya, het is verbazend, en toch is het 
niet verbazend. Het is verbazend, 
omdat de oude vrouw van het 
tijdschrift BUNTE geen eenvoudige 
humor kan begrijpen. Ik ben totaal tegen elke 


Nazi ideologie. Of het nu Duits is of Italiaans, of 
Indiaas. Ik ben fundamenteel tegen alle fascisti- 
sche levensopvattingen. Mijn boodschap aan 
allen is: wens nooit, voor geen enkel moment, om 
iemand anders te domineren. En laat je zelf even- 
eens door niemand domineren. 

Het hele idee van ‘domineren’ zal van de 
wereld moeten verdwijnen, dan alleen kunnen 
we deze wereld een menselijke realiteit noemen. 
Anders is ze absoluut onmenselijk. Miljoenen 
mensen overal ter wereld staan met geladen 
geweren klaar voor elk bevel. Raketten staan in 
de aanslag, alleen knoppen hoeven ingedrukt te 
| worden, hetgeen iedere idioot kan doen. Op een 

knop drukken vraagt niet veel intelli gentie. 

En de gehele wereld zal een gigantische 
brandstapel zijn. Voor miljoenen jaren zal er 
zelfs geen gras meer groeien. Ik stak de draak met 
Adolf Hitler, maar om een grap te begri jpen heeft 
men intelligentie nodig en een Duitser in het 
bijzonder! En bovendien nog een oudere journa- 
liste van een geel derde rangs blad. Daarom is het 
verbazend en toch ook niet zo verbazend. 

Ze wilde schreeuwen. Ook ik voel me 
droevig. Niet omdat ze wilde schreeuwen: ik ben 
bedroefd, omdat ze niet heeft geschreeuwd. Wij 
zouden vol liefde met haar mee geschreeuwd 
hebben. Het zou een geweldige openbaring zijn 
geweest. Ze zou geschokt om zich heen hebben 
gekeken. Ze zou de eerste zijn geweest om te 
stoppen met schreeuwen. Maar helaas 
schreeuwde ze niet, ze had niet eens de moed om 
uitdrukking te geven aan datgene wat in haar hele 
wezen explodeerde. 

Wat was haar moeilijkheid? Het betreft niet 
alleen haar, het betreft al mijn Duitse sannyasins 
in meer of mindere mate. Maar het is van- 
zelfsprekend. Onder Adolf Hitler heeft Duitsland 
het hart der mensheid zo zwaar verwond, dat 
iedere Duitser, ofschoon hij er niet aan deelnam, 
misschien zelfs nog niet eens geboren was ti jdens 





de Tweede Wereldoorlog, een pijn voelt. Alleen 
Duits zijn is genoeg om van binnen een pijn te 


voelen, dat mijn land, mijn mensen zo gemeen, 


zo vernietigend, zo onmenselijk zijn geweest. 
Een gezond onschuldig hart werd voor altijd 
verwoest. 

Ik probeerde je alleen maar te helpen erom te 
lachen. Want wat voorbij is, is voorbij. En wat 
Adolf Hitler heeft gedaan, is niet jouw ver- 
antwoordelijkheid. En als je kunt lachen, kunnen 
de wonden zich helen, het schuldgevoel ver- 
dwijnen. Maar als je inplaats van te lachen tegen 
me begint te schreeuwen, bewijs je alleen maar 
mijn punt, dat in je nog steeds dezelfde fascisti- 
sche houding de overhand heeft. Nog altijd denk 
je dat je ras superieur is, Ubermensch; dat de 
Tweede Wereldoorlog slechts een onbeduidende 
slag was. De echte oorlog zal pas plaats vinden 
als het ware Arische Duitse bloed over de wereld 
zal heersen. 

Wellicht ben je je niet bewust van deze 
ideeen. De hele atmosfeer echter, waarin je bent 
grootgebracht, heeft haar sporen in je onder- 


Wat was haar 


moeilijkheid? Het 
betreft niet alleen 
haar, het betreft al 
mijn Duitse 
sannyasins in meer of 
mindere mate. 


bewustzijn achter gelaten. En alleen als je begint 
te lachen om de pure idioterie van het idee om 
over de hele wereld te heersen, om een speciaal 
iemand te zijn, beter dan alle anderen, kan dat 
lachen een geweldig medicijn worden. Het is een 
ongelooflijke effectieve therapie. Wanneer je 
om je eigen onderbewustzijn kunt lachen begint 
het onderbewustzijn haar grip te verliezen. Het 
lachen zelf heelt je wonden en laat je 
schuldgevoel verdwijnen. | 

Die twee oude Duitse geïten…. het was spe- 
ciaal voor hen. Al maanden heb ik last van mijn 
hand. Maar denkend dat deze arme lui uit 
Duitsland gekomen zijn, vergat ik mijn hand. 
Vandaag zouden ze interviews doen met sann- 
yasins, maar omdat ze zo woedend waren, 
hebben ze Poona onmiddelijk verlaten. Met een 
bedreiging naar Turiya, omdat Turiya een 
prinses van Hannover is. Die oude vrouw die 
schreeuwde of wilde schreeuwen, sprak Turiya 
dus voortdurend aan met ‘Uwe Hoo gheid’. Arme 
Turiya schaamde zich, omdat die oude geit zei: 
“U bent een prinses, van koninklijk bloed, de 
laatst afstammelinge van de Duitse keizer, de 
oudste koninklijke dynastie ter wereld en U laat 
zich in met dit gewone volk?” Ze zei tegen 
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Turiya: “Ik ga tegen Bhagwan schrijven.” 

Ik moest lachen, omdat ik dat van tevoren al 
gezegd had. Zij was werkelijk stupide, anders 
zou ik haar meer hebben geholpen. Van mijn 
kant heb ik gedaan wat ik kon. Haar speciale doel 
was om negatief over mij te schrijven, omdat 
BUNTE weekblad of dat soort bladen en kranten 
niet op zoek zijn naar het goede dat ergens plaats 
vindt. Zij zoeken iets smerigs, schunnigs. Zij 
zoeken de goot. Helaas hebben we hier geen 
goten. Daarom heb ik haar gezegd: “Als je waar- - 
heidsgetrouw schrijft, zal je positief moeten 
schrijven. Omdat je in de hele wereld geen groep 
kunt vinden waar meer meer gelachen wordt, 
meer vreugde is, meer hilariteit. Levend van het 
ene moment in het andere.” Turiya is overgens 
geen idioot. Zij leeft hier tussen het gewone volk. 
Maar de oude geit heeft niet in de gaten dat er hier 
een alchemistische reactie plaats vindt, die 
mensen verheft tot graven en gravinnen, zonder 
een cent op de bank. Jou een zorg! Ik kan 
getuigen dat je de Shah van Iran bent. Er zijn geen 
wetten die me kunnen beletten. 

Dat kleine Duitsland, India, Pakistan …, die 
kun je vergeten. Ik verhef je tot koningen van de 
maan, koninginnen van mars, ik zal het morgen 
even precies moeten uit vogelen. En je de certi- 
ficaten geven en laat ons zien welk hof dit kan | 
betwisten. Die oude geit dreigde om negatief 
over mij te schrijven. Ik heb notabene zelf tegen 
haar gezegd: “Schrijf alsjeblieft tegen mij. Nie- 
mand schrijft immers vóór mij. En ik geniet 
ervan als men allerlei leugens en verhalen 
schrijft. Ik heb niets te verliezen.” Al deze idioten 
hebben me wereldberoemd gemaakt. Ik ben 


maar een gewoon mens. 

Maar ze is woedend vertrokken. Ik heb tegen 
haar gezegd: “Plaats mijn foto met de Hitlergroet 
op de omslag van BUNTE . Met zeven duizend 
opgeheven handen.” En ze kon niet begrijpen dat 
het een grap is, heel vriendelijk en liefdevol … Ik 
zeg je, binnen in je draag je nog steeds het 
verleden met je mee. Het doet er niet toe dat je 
een Duits verleden met je mee draagt. ledereen 
draagt zijn verleden en ik tracht je verleden te 
vernietigen om je ervan te bevrijden. 

Gisteren zat Niskriya daar verkleed als een 
Chinees. Nu, kijk eens naast hem … de Chinees 
is present, Sta op alsjeblieft! Dit is de Chinees. 
Kijk naar hem. Hij is niet boos. Ik heb je gezegd 
dat we maar één Chinees hebben, en hij moet 
zeker medelijden met me gehad hebben, want 
waar moet ik kijken om hem te vinden. Daarom 
is hij hier gaan zitten met een ster, de rode ster, 
het communistische symbool. Dit is intelligen- 
tie. Eris geen sprake van kwaad worden, omdat 
het er hier juist om gaat om alle ballast die je 
zonder het te weten met je mee draagt, overboord 
te gooien. Het verleden heeft voortdurend ballast 
over je uitgestort. En jij leeft onder haar last. 

En wanneer iemand het bekritiseert, dan denk 
je dat jij bekritiseerd wordt. Jij bent je verleden 
niet, noch de toekomst. Je bent uitsluitend je 
heden. Puur, bevrijd van het verleden dat dood 
is, puur en onvervuild door de toekomst, dat wat 
slechts je dromen, je begeertes, je verlangens 
zijn. Het eenvoudige en transparante, kristal- 
heldere heden, dat ben jij. En als je dit kunt 
ontdekken, heb je ‘t gevonden. Niet Gods 
koninkrijk, maar het koninkrijk van je zelf. 

Waarom God lastig vallen? En waarom 
iemand anders zijn koninkrijk binnen treden? 
Waarom onnodig een inbreker worden, een geit, 
omdat iemand anders zo idioot is om een herder, 
een leider, een heiland te worden? Ga gewoon je 
eigen koninkrijk binnen. En een koninkrijk dat 














door niemand anders veroverd kan worden. 
Onneembaar. Een koninkrijk dat niet meer ver- 
loren kan worden. Een koninkrijk dat in iedereen 
bloeit. Dat is het koninkrijk waar ik gisteren over 
sprak als zijnde ‘de mistieke roos’. Maar die 
oude geit heeft geen woord gehoord van wat ik 
gezegd heb. Voor haar was het alleen belangrijk 
dat ik de mensheid heb beledigd. Ik zie geen 
enkel logisch verband tussen de fascistische 
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Hitlergroet en de mensheid. Adolf Hitler ver- 
moordde de mensheid, beledigde de mensheid, 
veertig millioen mensen … een fikse rekening. 
Hij moordde, slachtte, vergaste en die oude 
vrouw bedacht niet dat hij de mensheid heeft 
beledigd. Ik vestig er slechts de aandacht op dat 
een deel van je - buiten je weten om - nog steeds 
de ballast met zich meedraagt die het verleden 
altijd achterlaat … en het wordt voortdurend van 








de ene generatie doorgegeven aan de volgende 
generatie. Laat het vervliegen in uitbundig 
gelach, leg het naast je neer, vergeet dat je een 
Duitser bent, vergeet dat je een Indier bent, ver- 
geet dat je Engels bent. Een mens te zijn is 
genoeg. 

Mijn fundamentele benadering van mense- 
lijke problemen is om ze niet serieus te nemen, 
omdat, als je ze eenmaal serieus neemt, jij zelf 
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een onderdeel van het probleem wordt. Bekijk en 
beschouw alle menselijke problemen met een 
gevoel van onschuld, afstandelijkheid. Mis- 
schien dat je dan recht kunt laten gelden, mis- 
schien dat je dan een betere mensheid kunt 
scheppen. Meer liefdevol, meer vreugdevol. 

Het is een kleine planeet. De eerste astronaut 
die zich buiten het aantrekkingsveld van de aarde 
begaf - het zwaartekrachtveld is twee honderd 
mijl - en vanaf dat punt keek, begon te lachen om 
de onzinnigheid. Zo’n klein en prachtig en 
lumineus planeetje! En hij kon geen enkele lijn 
ontdekken waarvan we onze kinderen met ge- 
weld bijbrengen dat dit Pakistan is; dat je deze 
lijn niet over mag stappen zonder toestemming 
van de politieke criminelen, die beslag hebben 
genomen van een zeker gebied. 


ergens zijn er lijnen. Alle kaarten 

zouden verbrand moeten worden. 

Geen school, geen atheneum, geen 

universiteit zou ook maar een enkele 
kaart moeten hebben. We hebben geen lijnen 
nodig. Men zou een recht van reizen moeten 
eisen, bewegingsvrijheid. Als iemand in de 
Himalaya wil wonen, is dat gewoon prachtig. 
Waarom zouden anderen zich daar druk over 
maken? 

Na mijn wereldreis wilde ik een commune be- 
ginnen in de Himalayas. Maar de regering van 
Himachal begon zich zorgen te maken. Voor het 
eerst kwam ik er achter, dat ik zelfs in India geen 
land kan kopen. Omdat ik geen ingezetene ben 
van die staat. De regering van Himachal schreef 


me dat: “Tenzij je een staatsburger van Himachal 
bent, kun je geen land kopen.” 


Ik zei: “Wat is het verschil? Hoe zit dat … een 
en twintig landen hebben me over de grens gezet 
omdat ik geen permanente woonvergunning 
had.” In mijn eigen land kan ik geen huis kopen: 
in Kashmir of in Himachal of in Assam, omdat 
deze staten niemand anders binnen hun territo- 
rium willen laten. 

Het is een rare situatie: de dag dat ik terug 
kwam in Poona binnen twee uur zelfs … Ik sliep 
en de politie kwam de ashram binnen, en gaf me 
bevel om Poona onmiddelijk te verlaten. Ik zei: 
“Laat me tenminste uitrusten. Morgenochtend 
kunnen we de zaak regelen. Bovendien heb ik in 
Poona gewoond, dus uit Poona kun je me niet de- 
porteren. Ik bezit al een huis in Poona en op 
welke gronden wil je me Poona doen verlaten?” 

De basis redenen waren hetzelfde overal ter 
wereld, dat mijn aanwezigheid gevaarlijk kan 
zijn, de jongere generaties, de moraliteit kan 
aantasten. Twee jaar zijn er nu voorbij en ik heb 
geen enkele inwoner van Poona beinvloed. Ik ga 
die vieze stad niet in. Om hen corrupt te maken, 
zal ik op zijn minst me buiten mijn poort moeten 
begeven. Maar als iemand beinvloed wil wor- 
den, kan hij hier komen. Hij is van harte welkom. 
Wat kan ik daar nu aan doen. Als je beinvloed 
wilt worden en je komt van verre landen speciaal 
om aangetast te worden,dan zeg ik: “Okee, laten 
we het doen.” 

Vandaag, nu, zal ik deze Chinees beinvloe- 
den. Neem je Chineese hoedje af en wees cor- 
rupt. Prima! Men hoeft niet zonder noodzaak ge- 
discrimineerd te worden. Prinses Turiya gaat 
overeen paar dagen naar Duitsland. Ik zou willen 
dat ze het hoofdkantoor van dat weekblad 
BUNTE bezoekt en de uitgever of eigenaar 
vertelt dat: “Als je mensen naar Poona stuurt, 
stuur dan tenminste intelligente mensen. Omdat 
het een volledig andere wereld is, totaal besmet, 
totaal corrupt. En als je oude geiten stuurt, zullen 
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ze zeer snel aangetast worden. Ze hebben niet 
eens in de gaten dat deze geit al te oud is; laat 
maar zitten! Jong of oud, het maakt geen ver- 
schil. Stuur zeer intelligente mensen.” 

Het is niet zo, dat er geen intelligente journa- 
listen uit de gehele wereld hier zijn gekomen. 
Maar toen een oudere ervaren journalist hier 
kwam, eveneens uit Duitsland, werd hij aange- 
tast. Hij was te intelligent. Hij zag waar het om 
ging. Hij werd een sannyasin. Hij zit hier ergens 
en toen hij terug keerde, werd hij gewoon door 
zijn tijdschrift geweigerd. Daarom waar- 
schuwde ik gisteren, want hij schreef een mooi 
artikel met: “Tets nieuws op handen. Mensen van 
allerlei verschillende godsdiensten en rassen 
komen tezamen op een plek om te leren stil te 
zijn. Met volledige inzet proberen zij de kern van 


Je zult in deze zieke 
wereld een totaal 
rebel moeten zijn 


hun wezen te bereiken. Er wordt niet gevochten, 
er zijn geen misdaden, de hele commune kan ab- 
soluut een commune van liefde genoemd wor- 
den.” 

Hij schreef een prachtig artikel en het 
tijdschrift zei hem: “Je bent gehypnotiseerd.” Hij 
zei: “Ik ben jullie oudste journalist. Denk je dat ik 
gehypnotiseerd kan worden? In dat geval sta ik 
klaar om jullie mee te nemen en het jullie te laten 
zien” Maar niemand stond klaar om mee te 
komen, want dan zou hij eveneens gehypno- 
seerd worden. Ze weigerden zijn stuk te publi- 
ceren. Ze zeiden: “Alleen als je enige verander- 
ingen aanbrerot, en wij zullen je zeggen wat te 
veranderen. De sannyasin heet Satyananda. Hij 
zei: “Jullie zijn daar niet geweest en jullie willen 
mij vertellen wat te veranderen? En jullie willen 
dat ik deze suggesties in mijn artikel opneem. 
Terwijl ik daar geweest ben, gaan jullie me 
vertellen enige gedeeltes weg te laten. In dat 
geval is het beter dat jullie het stuk schrijven, 
jullie zijn immers niet gehypnotiseerd, van- 
zelfsprekend zal jullie artikel juist zijn!” 

Hij werd ontslagen. En ze verzonnen een 
nieuw artikel. Toen Satyananda terug kwam zei 
ik tegen hem: “Dit moest wel zo gebeuren. Je had 
iets negatiefs tegen mij moeten insluiten, mij 
raakt het niet. Je had een stel verzinsels moeten 
vertellen, beschuldigingen, omdat ik me nu een- 
maal niet druk maak over wat anderen denken. 





Dan zouden ze je stuk gepubliceerd hebben, ze 
zouden je geprezen hebben en ze zouden werke- 
lijk geweldig gevonden hebben, omdat je de 
commune uitkwam zonder gehypnotiseerd te 
worden. Maar je hebt mijn raad niet opgevolgd!” 

Hij zei: “Ik ben helemaal gelukkig door niet 
naar U te luisteren. Ik heb precies geschreven wat 
er aan de hand is. En het kan me niets schelen dat 
ze me onslagen hebben. Het is beter voor me. Ik 
ben ontzettend blij om hier te zijn.” En hij is hier 
bij me gebleven, in Amerika was hij in de com- 
mune en toen ik hier terug kwam, kwam hij ook 
weer. En hij is ziels gelukkig. Het probleem van 
prestige en respect weerhoudt de mensen om de 
deur van de commune binnen te gaan. Ik had een 
vreemde ervaring in Amerika. De allereerste 
dag, dat ik in New Jersey aankwam, ontving ik 


j een speciale boodschapper van de gouverneur 


van Californië, Brown, mef het verzoek mij te 


4 ontmoeten. Omdat hij een enorme belangstelling 


voor Zen heeft. Maar hij kan niet naar New 
Jersey komen om me op te zoeken. Het gaat om 
zijn prestige, zijn beroep, zijn machtspositie. Hij 
was bereid om een straalvliegtuig te sturen om 
me naar Californië te brengen en hij wilde me 
buiten ieders weten om ontmoeten … speciaal 
buiten het weten van de nieuws media. 

Ik zei: “ Een man die geïnteresseerd is in Zen, 


| die zelfs niet de moed heeft om mij te ontmoeten, 


zonder angst dat de hele wereld het te weten zal 
komen, weiger ik op te zoeken. Als je me wilt 
ontmoeten, zul jij moeten komen. En de nieuws 
media zullen op de hoogte worden gebracht” 
Hij is nooit gekomen, hij heeft nooit geantwoord. 
En toen ik in Amerika was, mensen uit India … 
het zal je verbazen … mensen zelfs van Poona en 
Bombay, Delhi en Calcutta, belangrijke indu- 
striëlen, politici, begonnen me in Amerika op te 
bellen met: “We willen U komen opzoeken. 


k kom uit Poona.”Ik zei: “Ik sta versteld, 
zeven jaar heb ik in Poona gewoond.” Hij 
zei: “Het was gevaarlijk om U in Poona te 
ontmoeten. Men zou het te weten zijn 


gekomen.”Ik zei: “In Poona zal ik je ontvangen, 
nergens anders. Als het bestaan me terug brengt 
naar Poona, kan je me ontmoeten.” En het 
bestaan heeft me naar Poona teruggebracht, die 
man is echter nooit komen opdagen. Ik heb hem 
vele keren bericht gestuurd. Hij heeft tegen mijn 
mensen gezegd: “Ik weet het nu, je hoeft niet 
telkens weer te komen. Want de buren krijgen 
argwaan waarom sannyasins hier komen.” 

Mensen uit Bombay kunnen niet komen. Een 
vlucht van een kwartier. Wel waren ze bereid om 
van New York naar Portland te komen om me te 
ontmoeten, ik weigerde. Geen enkele Indier die 
me daar wel wilde ontmoeten en me hier nooit 
heeft ontmoet, heb ik toegelaten. Degenen die 
hier kwamen, waren ook daar welkom. Geen 
enkel probleem. Zij waren moedige mensen. En 
wat de wereld corruptie noemt, is in werke- 
lijkheid je gewaar te maken van afschuwelijke 
dingen, maar je traditie, je vaderland, je ras heeft 
je denken hier volledig mee ingepalmd. 

De Nederlandse regering heeft bijvoorbeeld 
een wetsontwerp aanvaard, dat me belet Holland 
te bezoeken. De reden is, dat ik me tegen homo- 
sexualiteit heb uitgelaten. “We willen de Neder- 
landse homosexuelen niet in beroering brengen.” 
Dit was de eerste keer dat ik me gewaar werd, dat 
homosexualiteit de Nederlandse staatsgods- 
dienst is. Dit is corruptie, ik zou mensen hebben 
beinvloed, omdat ik uiteraard tegen homosexual- 
iteit gesproken zou hebben. 

Een en twintig regeringen overal ter wereld 
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hebben zulke absurde redenen opgegeven, dat 
men niet kan geloven dat we op een gezonde 
planeet wonen. Deze planeet is misschien de 
plek waar iemand naar toe gestuurd wordt als hij 
krankzinnig wordt. Een andere verklaring 
bestaat niet. 

In Amerika heb ik mijn commune nooit verlaten. 
De regeringsinstanties die gewoonlijk belast 
worden met het arresteren van misdadigers 
wilden mij niet arresteren met als reden: “Laat 
eerst zien wat voor misdaden hij heeft begaan. 
Hij verlaat zijn commune nooit, hij heeft nie- 
mand vermoord. Jullie hebben geen bewijs- 
materiaal tegen hem. Laat ons niet voor gek over 
om het leger te vragen om mij te arresteren. Maar 
de bevelhebber van het leger lachte om dit idee. 
Toen de regeringsvertegenwoordiger hem be- 
naderde, zei hij: “In de gehele geschiedenis der 
mensheid, heeft men nog nooit het leger in- 
geroepen om iemand te arresteren, die niet eens 
een misdaad heeft begaan. En waarom zouden 
jullie eigen agenten hem niet arresteren? Legers 
zijn er om tegen landen te vechten, niet om indi- 
viduen te bestrijden. En op wat voor grond? De 
zelfde reden, dat naar hem luisteren een zeer 
gevaarlijk effect heeft” 

‘s Nachts in mijn bed maak ik me zorgen, 
omdat ik geen enkele misdaad begaan heb, ter- 
wijl ik toch de meest gevaarlijke man ben die 
leeft. De paus beinvloedt al twee jaar achter de 
schermen de Italiaanse regering. Italiaanse sann- 
yasins vechten in het parlement en op straat, want 
er zijn vele parlementsleden die sannyasin zijn. 


et antwoord is het zelfde: “Deze 

man is gevaarlijk en zijn invloed 

tast het denken van de jongere 

generatie aan” Maar niemand zegt 
wat voor corruptie. Is het corrupt mensen de 
waarheid te zeggen? Dat de Christelijke 
drieëenheid van Vader, Zoon en Heilige Geest 
een zeer immorele drieëenheid is? Het is de Heil- 
ige Geest die de arme maagd Maria zwanger 
maakte en toch blijft hij de Heilige Geest. Wie is 
er dan niet heilig? Alle geesten kunnen nu hun 
best doen zoveel mogelijk maagden zwanger te 
maken en toch heilig blijven. Als ik de waarheid 
spreek, zeg ik dat Jezus Christus, een arme tim- 
mermanszoon, zonder opleiding, een clubje van 
twaalf arme drommels vergaard heeft, van het- 
zelfde onontwikkelde niveau, boeren, vissers, 
houthakkers, niet een rabbijn, niet een geleerde, 
niet een wijze man. En hij trok op zijn ezeltje van 
het ene dorp naar het andere met de boodschap: 
“Ik ben God's enige zoon.” 

Ik zie dit als een reuze grap. Ik zal mijn sann- 
yasins in Italie zeggen om ook ezels te vinden en 
te verklaren: “Ik ben ook een bloedbroeder van 
Jezus Christus, de enige bloedbroeder.” Wat 
voor bewijzen had Jezus Christus hier voor? En 
het is buitengewoon merkwaardig dat, als de 
Heilige Geest Maria zwanger maakt, hoe God 
dan de vader kan worden? Op zijn best zou hij 
een oom kunnen zijn. Deze stupide ideëen, als ik 
ze duidelijk maak, worden nooit tegengespro- 
ken. Omdat ze dat niet kunnen. Wat ze wel kun- 
nen, is wetten aannemen in de regering dat ik het 
land niet kan binnengaan. 

Maar ik zal komen, speciaal Italië kan ik niet 
met rust laten. Ik heb mijn sannyasins gezegd: 
“Ontketen een aktie dat de paus niet tegelijk een 
staatshoofd en een kerkelijk hoofd kan zijn. Een 
heilige behoort geen souverein te zijn. Het Vati- 
kaan zou moeten versmelten met Italië.” Het is 
zo een onzinnig idee. Twaalf vierkante kilometer 


en het Vatikaan is een souvereine staat, een natie 
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en de paus is beiden: de hoogste priester van de 
Katholieken en ook de koning van het Vati- 
caanse rijk. Fantastisch! Dat kunnen wij ook 
uitroepen, als twaalf vierkante kilometers een 
natie kan scheppen. In Amerika hadden wij, had 
de commune twee honderd zes en twintig vier- 
kante kilometers … we hadden een of andere 
paus kunnen vinden - een of andere Pool - om 
onze hogepriester en koning te zijn. 

Men beschouwt het als corruptie, wanneer 
men mensen de gelegenheid geeft om na te 
denken. Om hen van hun bijgeloof bewust te 
maken, wordt als de grootste misdaad be- 
schouwd. Maar ik wil dat jullie allemaal cri- 
minelen worden, als nadenken als misdaad 
beschouwd wordt. Ik wil dat jullie allemaal cor- 
rupt worden als intelligent zijn betekent corrupt 





Kom, het is tijd om 
jullie denken te 
beinvloeden 


te zijn. 

Je zult in deze zieke wereld een totaal rebel 
moeten zijn. 

Daarom prinses Turiya, vandaag ben je de 
enige prinses hier. Als je over een paar weken 
terug komt, zul je vele prinsessen, prinsen, ko- 
ningen en koninginnen tegen komen. Geniet er 
dus nog maar vier weken van. Je bent de enige 
prinses. In de komende vier weken ga ik certifi- 
caten uitreiken aan wie maar wil … de koning van 
Mars te zijn. Een onschuldig genoegen! Hij kan 
ervan genieten, zich belangrijk voelen zonder 
enig gevecht: zonder iemand de nek om te 
draaien kan hij Alexander de Grote worden. 

Niskriya, kies de planeet waarvan je koning 
wilt worden. Iedereen kan kiezen. En niet alleen 
kiezen. Je kunt je eigen postpapier aanschaffen, 
kies de verst mogelijke sterren. Zelfs als je sou- 
verein hoofd van het universum wilt worden, kan 
dat. Deze idiote ideëen, heeft Turiya achter zich 
gelaten. 


et is die vrouw die haar voortdurend 
‘Uwe Hoogheid’ noemde. Haar 
echtgenoot Vimalkirti, was mijn 
lijfwacht. Hij was de afstammeling 
van de laatste keizer van Duitsland. Koning Phil- 
lip van Engeland is zijn oom, de koningin van 
Engeland is zijn tante. En hij was met ze verbon- 
den, omdat koninklijke families voortdurend 


onder elkaar blijven trouwen. Zij maken zo'n 
puinhoop van het huwelijk. Een brouwsel van 
zelfbestuiving. Achterlijke mensen is het resul- 
taat. 

Turiya behoort niet echt tot enige koninklijke 
familie; ze is gewoon. Vimalkiri had de intelli- 
gentie om haar te trouwen, tegen alle Europese 
koninklijke families in. Dat was zijn begin van 
revolutie. Hij was een rebel en zei: “ Ik ga met 
geen enkele andere koninklijke familie 
trouwen!” 

Het staat wetenschappelijk vast, dat je niet 
moet trouwen met naaste bloedverwanten, an- 
ders krijg je achterlijke kinderen. En je kunt het 
volle neef was van Vimalkirti. Alleen al zijn foto 
laat zien, dat deze knaap vertrokken is. Het is 
prachtig dat deze koninklijke families 
langzamerhand beginnen te verdwijnen, al bijna 


| verdwenen zijn. Het bloed blijft hetzelfde. Er 


bestaat geen onderscheid, dat idee, dat koninklijk 
bloed iets speciaals heeft, is totaal absurd en on- 
wetenschappelijk. Er was een tijd , in de Middel- 


j eeuwen, dat koninginnen hun kleren zo lieten 
| maken dat je hun benen en hun voeten niet kon 


zien. En in geheel Europa bestond het idee, dat 
koninginnen anders gebouwd waren dan andere 
vrouwen. Hun dijbenen waren verbonden. 
Daarom lopen zij zo langzaam. Daarom dragen 
zij lange gewaden, die de vloer raken, zodat nie- 
mand hun dijen kan zien. 

En niemand was toegestaan dit te zien, onder- 


| zoek was dus niet mogelijk. Het gebeurde slechts 


een paar jaar geleden … een zuster van Elizabeth 
was op het strand en de wind houdt geen reke- 
ning mee met wie je bent. 


n haar jurk waaide omhoog, zodat men 
kon zien dat haar dijen. gescheiden 
waren. Overal ter wereld werd de foto 
afgedrukt en een oud bijgeloof stierf. 
Nu heeft niemand het er meer over. Maar als 
voordien iemand had gezegd, dat eerst een me- 
disch onderzoek nodig is, dat alleen dan dit idee 
aanvaard zal worden, dan zou men zeggen, dat 
die persoon het denken van de mensen corrupt 
maakt. 

Kom, het is tijd om jullie denken te beinvloe- 
den. 

Een Chinees in Parijs, pikt een meisje op en 
neemt haar mee naar zijn hotelkamer. Hij opent 
het raam en haalt diep adem. Daarna kruipen ze 
in bed en beginnen te vrijen. Een tijd later zegt de 
Chinees: “Sorry, ik ben een beetje moe.” Hij 
stapt het bed uit, loopt naar het raam en begint 
diep te ademen. Daarna rolt hij onder het bed, 
komt aan de andere kant weer te voorschijn, 
springt het bed in en begint weer te vrijen. 

Een tijdje later krabbelt hij overeind en zegt: 
“Sorry, ik ben een beetje moe.” Opnieuw loopt 
hij naar het raam, haalt diep adem, rolt daarna 
onder het bed en komt aan de andere kant te 
voorschijn. Hij springt weer in bed en begint 
opnieuw te vrijen. 

Nadat dit vijf keer is gebeurd, staat het meisje 
op en zegt: “Sorry, ik ben een beetje moe.” Ze 
loopt naar het raam, haalt diep adem, kijkt onder 
het bed en vindt daar vier Chinezen. 





Okee Maneesha? 
Ja, Bhagwan. 


Uit de serie: YAAHOO-—De Mistieke Roos 
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eloved Bhagwan, 
Recently, You concluded a 
discourse by saying: “Remember, 
‘let-go’ is the most important word 
in existence.” It penetrated me like an arrow. 
Since then Your words have been haunting 
me. 

Beloved Master, could You please speak a 
little more on the art of letting go? It seems 
the easiest yet the hardest thing to do. Is there 
a knack? Could You once again burn my ig- 
norance with the lightning of Your arrow? 





Jivan Mada, itis certainly more difficult to 
be easy. It is easier to be difficult. The mind, 
obviously, is interested in the difficult; it 
wants to avoid anything that is too simple. 
The reason is very clear: the simple is the 
death of the mind. The difficult is its nourish- 
ment, its life, its very being. 

It is strange— but truth is always the most 

strange thing—that one has to ask how to 
relax, how to go to sleep. Fortunately, nature 
has not left many things in your hands. Oth- 
erwise, it is absolutely certain you would 
have asked how to breathe: “It is so simple, 
Bhagwan, but just give me a little strategy, so 
that [can breathe. How to let the heart go on 
beating?” 
_ But nature is compassionate enough, it 
has not given you any important thing to 
do—so you can be a member of the Couch 
Potato Club, and nature goes on taking care 
of all that is essential. 

Let-go is certainly the most fundamental 
principle of religiousness. It simply means 
no goal, no desire, no longing, no past, no 
future—just being here in utter totality, 
drowning in this silence, without any resis- 
tance. 

There is no art, there is no knack, there is 
no method; just a simple understanding. Who 
is preventing you? Your own past, that you 
think is valuable…how can you drop it? It is 
a treasure, it is your heritage? The 
future….how can you drop it?—although you 
don’t have it. Still you are worried how to 
drop it: How can one drop future? Future is all 
that we have. All the dreams, all the 
tomorrows, all the great things that have to 
happen are in the future. 

And when I say to you, “Drop the past, 
drop the future, just simply be!”… In that 
moment of simple being, immense blessings 
descend on you, silences, ecstasies—effort- 
lessly. And because you have not made any 
effort and the flowers go on showering on 
you, it creates a very new dimension in your 
being: the dimension of gratitude, which 
religions have wrongly interpreted as prayer. 

You cannot pray before you have known 
let-go. All the churches and all the temples 
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are full of people who are praying, but they 
don’t know they are not in a state in which 
prayer arises on its own as gratitude. 

Prayer cannot mean anything else but 
gratitude— gratitude for so much that is 
given to you each moment without your 
asking. You could not have conceived of any 
more than what happens in the moment, if 
you allow it to happen. 

And the allowing is very simple: 

No past, no future —just this moment. 

Jivan Mada, you ask, “Beloved Master, 
could you please speak a little more on the art 
of letting go?” In fact, there is no art. And I 
have already spoken too much on it which is 
not really allowed. This silence is let-go. 

You are not creating it, it is surrounding 
you. It is overwhelmingly here. It is all 
around. If it can touch your heart, you have 
understood more than anybody can elaborate 
on let-go. 


O'Reilly walks into the pub, orders atriple 
whiskey, swallows it in one gulp, spins 
around and falls flat, face down on the floor. 

‘“That’s what I like about O'Reilly,” re- 
marks the bartender to the others in the bar. 
“He always knows when he has had enough.” 


Just learn something from Mr. O'Reilly. 
Existence is not to be understood but to be 
drunk. It is alcoholic, there is no other drug 
that makes you more silent, more festive, 
more in tune with existence. Just one gulp of 
it…and flat on the ground! What more can be 
said about it? It happens every day to almost 
everybody except a few dodos. Just the 
ground is not much, so people spin in their 
own place. 

But if you want [can allow it one day: 
Don’t bother who is sitting by your side 
or in front of you or behind you. Just fall 
flat! And enjoy let-go. 

Niskriya..(Niskriya lets go!) That's 
the way, right! Today we will do it in the 
end, after the prayer. 

Soafew prayers to prepare you for the 
final let-go. And let us see how many 
dodos are there. Once in a while, it is 
good to check. 

At this point Bhagwan does an exer- 
cise recently recommended by one of His 
body workers, slowly swiveling His head 
a full 180 degrees as if He is searching 
the entire auditorium for those dodos. 
The sannyasins are in hysterics. 


On a small iceberg, somewhere near 
the North Pole, a little bear goes up to his 
mother and asks, “Mum, what kind of 
bear am [?” 

“You are a polar bear, son,” replies his 
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mother. “Are you sure I am not a brown 
bear?” he asks. “Quite sure, son,” she replies, 
“you are a polar bear.” 

But the little bear is not satisfied. “Mum,” 
he says, “maybe 1 am a grizzly bear?” 

“What are you asking these questions for, 
son?” asks his mother. “You are a polar 
bear,” 

So the little bear walks across the iceberg 
to his father. “Pop,” he says, “am l a panda 
bear?” 

“No, son,” says the father, “you are a polar 
bear.” 

“Not a koala bear?” asks the baby bear. 

“No, you are a polar bear,” says his father. 
‘““Why are you asking all these questions?” 

“Because,” moans the little bear, “IT am 
cold!” 


Young Ruben, a poor man without educa- 
tion or social background falls in love with a 
millionaire’s daughter. She invites him to her 
house for dinner and to meet her parents. 

Dinner is served in luxurious style and 
Ruben is just beginning to relax when sud- 
denly he farts loudly. The girl’s father looks 
up and then stares at the large dog lying at 
Ruben'’s feet. 

“Rover,” he calls out and the dog waves 
his tail. Ruben is relieved that the dog has 
been blamed, but just then cuts another fart. 
His host looks up and in a louder voice says, 
“Rover!” 

The dog looks up but yawns and goes back 
to sleep. Within minutes, Ruben farts again. 
The rich father grimaces and shouts to his 
dog, “Rover, get out from under there before 
he shits all over you!” 








A pretty girl is driving through the Ameri- 
can west when her car runs out of gas. An 
Indian comes past and gives her ride to a gas 
station, sitting behind him on his pony. Every 
few minutes as they ride along, he lets out a 
wild whooping yell that goes around the hills. 
Finally, he drops her off with a last, 
“YaaHoo!” 

“My God,” says the gas station owner, 
_ “what were you doing to that Indian to make 
him shout like that?” 

“Nothing,” says the girl, “I just sat behind 
him with my arms around his sides, holding 
onto his saddle horn.” 

“Miss,” says the man, “Indians don’t use 
saddles.” 


ow, before the let-go, there are a 
few questions which have been 
waiting for long. So, Maneesha 
you can ask your questions before 
the great “YaaHoo!” 
It is going to happen, there is no way to 
avoid it. How are you going to learn let-go? 
Now, the dodos are looking very afraid. I 
can see how many dodos are all around. 
Just do it carefully, because poor 
Niskriya’s camera is there, somebody’s 
glasses are there. Do “YaaHoo!” but just 
have a look all around. Meanwhile, I will 
answer a few questions. You take a careful 
look, which side will be good to do 
‘““YaaHoo!”. And don’t do it on the poor mu- 
sicians. Just a little care has to be taken. 
So, one question more…. 
Beloved Bhagwan, 
As 1 write this question my hands are 
shaking. | 
[Given the festive mood, everyone 
laughs uproariously at the seriousness of 
the question and Maneesha is forced to 
pause. Bhagwan Himself is laughing and 
then says something which even the tape 
recorder can’t pick up. Ed.] 
Soon, more than your hands…everything 
will shake! Okay, let them shake. 


MASTERPIECES 


You ask the question. Go on! 

Even the dodos are laughing now. By the 
time your question is complete, 1 don’t think 
anybody here will dare not to let-go. 

While reading the chapter called “The 
Wanderer” from “The Sound of Running 
Water”, I saw that the culminating sentence 
was: “Yet the call is heard, as somewhere in 
our beings the promise is remembered.” 

With this sentence there was an explosion 
of energy in my heart, bringing tears to my 
eyes. 

[The continued reading is accompa- 
nied by wave upon wave of laughter 
which crests again and Maneesha stops. It 
feels like we have entered a new phase, a 
new dimension. Years of serious spiritual 
questioning dissolves in the merriment 
and Bhagwan seems to be co-conspirator 
in the chaos. Ed.] 

Yes, it will happen again. An explosion 
too will happen. And tears will also come to 
our eyes—they are already coming! 

„Complete the question. 

Bhagwan, I have always known — but 
feel so afraid: even as the explosion hap- 
pened… 

You have been always afraid and now itis 
going to happen! Just gather courage. 

Go on. 

[Thestylized question-and-answer for- 
mat has gone completely out the window. 
It is turning into a dialogue, a dance be- 


tween Bhagwan and Maneesha while the 
background music is supplied by nonstop 


laughter. Discourse is becoming like en- 
ergy darshan. Ed.] 

Even as the explosion happened, I was es- 
caping. 

__Bhagwan, I call You “Beloved Master” 
but still Iescape. 

You read the next question now because 
the reading of your questions is preparing 
people. Go on. 

Beloved Bhagwan, 

Ten years of sannyas have finally brought 
me to a total chaos. 
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Give a good applause! Somebody has 
come to a total chaos! 

But you have not known total chaos— just 
walt… 

[Everyone is shipwrecked in laughter. 
There’s nothing to hold on to, what to say 
about letting go? Ed.] 

On the one hand l welcome it; on the other 
hand there is so much fear about whether [ll 
come out of it. 

There is no hope—once you are in it, you 
are in it. Nobody has ever come out of the 
chaos. …Just complete his question. 

And this tiger about whom you were 
speaking to me is coming closer and closer. 

That’s true. 

What to do at such a meeting? My fear is 
of dying or going cuckoo. 

Most probably cuckoo, because in let-go 
nobody is going to die. A few people will 
shout “YaaHoo!’”— that means they have 
gone cuckoo. A few will remain sane and 
try…but they will be stupid. Such chances 
rarely come in life. 

Beloved Bhagwan, my heart is trembling. 
Can you please say something? 

1 don’t know what to say! Should we do 
the exercise” 

Niskriya, stand up. Yeah. Now, give the 
order “YaaHoo!”. 

That is good. Niskriya is gone. 

Come back … 

{Niskriya, Bhagwan’s cameraman and 
a prominent figure in the last month’s 
worth of discourses, jumps up, gives the 
signal, and everyone falls over, shouting 
“YAAHOO!’ Many are kicking their legs 
in the air. Later, Bhagwan said “We will 
do this Let-go meditation on every full 
moon night.” YAAHOO! Ed.] 


Okay, Maneesha? 
Yes, Bhagwan. 


From the series YAAHOO!— The Mystic Rose, 
Discourse 4, March 24, 1988 Evening 











Bhagwan has initiated yet another 
flower of meditation for His sannyasins 
— celebrating the classical music of 
India. He has always spoken lovingly 
about this music, relating beautiful 
stories about musicians and their tradi- 
tions. 

The ashram is now inviting 
the finest performers in India to 
give concerts in Gautama the 
Buddha Auditorium in the eve- 
nings after Bhagwan's dis- 
courses. Ma Yoga Neelam, 
Bhagwan'’s personal secretary — 
who is an avid student of Indian 
classical music — talked to the 
Rajneesh Times International 
about the music and what part we 
play in it. “Bhagwan wants us to 
have these concerts. He wants all 
sannyasins to experience the full- 
ness of music. These concerts are 
with His blessings. 

“He has said that Indian classi- 
cal music is a step to meditation. 
It is very easy through this music 
to experience the gaps of silence. 

“This music is born in the 
temples. All the ragas are born 
from enlightened people. They 
were enlightened and expressed 
their silence through sound — it 
is so near, they come to that si- 
lence through music. 

“So it is very delicate. 
Bhagwan is always listening to Indian 
music — He loves it.” 

Inspired by the meditative focus of 
Indian music, listening to a perform- 
ance has developed along very differ- 
ent lines from the West, where music is 
primarily entertainment. 

The first of the British Raj to appre- 
ciate this music described it as “classi- 
cal’ to counter the scorn of their coun- 
trymen. But with their label came all the 
connotations and seriousness of high- 
brow Western music. Today, when 
Indian musicians perform for predomi- 
nantly Western audiences, the associa- 
tion with ‘classical’ music is at odds 
with the intent of Indian music. There 
are fundamental differences between 
the two, and they are obvious even 
down to the physical location of a con- 
cert. 
The Indian concert ‘hall’ is ex- 
tremely informal, in the open air, with 
seating on the ground. The musicians 
also sit on a simple dias on the floor. 
Tuning up usually takes a long time, 
and is actually more a process of tuning 
in — to their instruments, each other 
and the audience. 

In this time the audience will settle, 
as instrument and audience are tuned to 
the main note, which will sound 
throughout the entire concert. 

These two factors — the setting and 
the tuning — give the most obvious 
indication that this is not a performance 
in Western terms. This music is more 
meditation than entertainment, and all 
the traditional trappings of entertain- 
ment — from fancy buildings to imme- 
diate action or reaction — are missing. 


Our music is meditation. 


ARTS 


Melting Through Music 
Meditation and the Ragas 


To sit with Bhagwan is not to be an 
audience. There is beauty and laughter 
and bliss without theatrics. There is 
silence, and the purpose of Indian 
music is to provoke this same silence. 

In the music itself the differences 
are more subtle but just as pronounced 
as in the ‘preparation’. All music is 


gn 


based on the same simple harmonics, 
but where the West builds fantastic 
constructions — with chords and 
voices and instruments culminating in 
vast symphonies — India discovers the 
interplay possible among harmonies. 
Äs the music progresses, the line be- 
tween these outer harmonies and our 
inner harmony becomes less and less 
distinct. Similarly, the rythmic cycles 
of Indian music are used to catch the 
listener and draw him towards the 
musician. These intricate rythmic 
cycles are called ‘“talas’. The perform- 
ers will play against each other in the 
talas, and the meeting of the beats is the 
point of climax. There is a strong desire 
to break into applause, but the danger is 
that the first beats of the next tala are 
lost to the listeners and the progression 
of the piece is missed. If the musicians 
are not disturbed, the talas can come 
like continual, orgasmic waves. 

In understanding this, there is no 
longer a desire to repress your apprecia- 
tion until you can no longer contain it, 
and then burst into thunderous ap- 
plause. That idea is a Western one, 
resulting from the highly structured 
form of Western music. In India, just as 
the music is spontaneous, the audience 
will respond the moment they are 
touched, and in no set manner. Itmay be 
a nod, a sigh, a chuckle or a single clap. 
Butit will not be extrovert, as the whole 
emphasis is on turning in. 

Music is the only language that 
comes very close to silence, the only 
sound which is able to create the soun- 
dless. It has to be understood that music 
has no meaning.Itis sheer joy, celebra- 


tion. It is the only art that can somehow 
impart the inexpressible. 

The ancient—most tradition of mu- 
sic is that it was born out of meditation. 
The people who meditated could not 
find any way to impart their experi- 
ences. They invented different instru- 
ments so that something can be said 





without creating a meaning in you but 
certainly a joy, a dance. 

It must have been a tremendously 
valuable revelation in the beginning for 
those who discovered a language 
which is not a language. Sounds in 
themselves have no meaning. Meaning 
is man's imposition on sounds. Sounds 
are natural. The wind blowing through 
the pine trees has a sound and a music 
of its own. Or a river descending from 
the mountain through the rocks has its 
own sound and its own 
music. 

It is my assumption 
that meditators listening 
to the inner silence must 
have felt the tremendous 
difficulty of how to share 
it. It was in those begin- 
ning days that music was 
discovered. The discov- 
ery is simple: take away 
the meaning from the 
sounds, and instead of 
meaning, give the sounds 
harmony, a rhythm 
which penetrates to the 
very heart. It says noth- 
ing, but it says the unsay- 
able too. 

The ordinary idea of | 
musicisthatitconsistsof Bk 
sounds, but that is only 
half truth—and of lesser 
importance. An ancient 
proverb in China is, 
“when the musician be- 
comes perfect he throws 
away his instruments,” | 
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only create sound. The silence is cre- 
ated by the musician. 

But at the perfection, the same 
sounds that were creating small pieces 
of silence start becoming a distur- 
bance. A strange idea, but perfectly 
meaningful, significant. It applies to 
music, to painting, to all the arts which 
man has discovered. At the ulti- 
mate peak, you don’t need the 
steps, the ladder that has helped 
you to reach the peak. It becomes 
irrelevant. 

The classical music was de- 
voted to silence and to medita- 
tion… 

The ancient music in the 
East needs not only the training 
for the musician, it needs im- 
mense training for the listener. 
Everybody cannot understand 
the ancient classical music. You 
have to be capable of falling in 
tune with the harmony. In a cer- 
tain way you have to disappear 
and let only the music remain. 

It has been the experience of 
all great musicians, dancers, 
painters, sculptors, that while 
they are deepest in their creativ- 
ity they are no more. Their very 
creativity gives them the taste of 
disappearing into the universal. 
That becomes their first ac- 
quaintance with meditation. So 
both are possibilities — either music 
has led people to the point of medita- 
tion, or meditation has tried to find a 
means to express the inexpressible. But 
in any case‚ music is the highest crea- 
tion that man is capable of. 

Meditation happens. 

Music is your creativity. 


Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, 
Om Mane Padme Hum, 
Discourse 22, Jan.l, 1988 





because instruments can _Bhagwan with Ma Yoga Neelam 
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INTERVIEW 


Pundit Shivkumar Sharma 


The First Santoor Maestro 


The santoor is an ancient folk 
instrument that has been devel- 
oping for centuries. Through the 
efforts of Pundit Shivkumar 
Sharma, it is now accepted as a 
classical instrument, with the 
capacity to reproduce the so- 
phisticated nuances of the In- 
dian classics. 

With his modified 100-string 
santoor, Punditji has defied the 
criticism of musical scholars to 
emerge as a major influence in 
his art. Internationally re- 
nowned and the recipient of the 
Padmashree Award, he insists 
that his music is of the inner 
rather than the outer. 

Following a recent concert in 
Rajneeshdham, where he was 
accompanied by Ustad Zakir 
Hussain on tablas, the world's 
foremost santoor player was 
interviewed by the Rajneesh 
Times International. 


RTI: Can you tell us a little about the 
history of the santoor? 

Punditji: The santoor is the instrument 
of the sufis. It is older than the Vedas. It 
is a unique instrument, although there 
are variations of it all over the world. 
But only in Kashmir does it have 100 
strings. It remained in the valley of 
Kashmir for centuries, breathing the air 
of the mountains. It is played by the 
sufis there, and in its sound are the 
streams and the valleys and the peaks of 
the Himalayas. 

RTI: How did you adapt a folk instru- 
ment to classical music? 

Punditji: The credit for this innova- 
tion goes to my father, Pundit Umadatt 
Sharma. He is a vocalist from the 
Banaras school of music. He was con- 
vinced of the potential of this instru- 


ment and constantly inspired me. The 
expanse of classical music is like the 
sky, and the santoor was used for amere 
three or four notes of raw, rustic folk 
music. The task was to mold the instru- 
ment to classical music while retaining 
its mysterious, sufi temperament. The 
whispering effect allows this, and was 
made possible through the use of two 
walnut sticks. 

RTI: And then came the task of having 
it accepted? 

Punditji: Yes the layman, who was 
not so knowledgable about music, 
found this instrument very beautiful, 
but the custodians of classical music 
were dead against it. I played my first 
concert in 1955, but it was not until the 
seventies that the santoor got the recog- 
nition and acceptance that it deserved. 
RTI: What sustained you over those 
years? 

Punditji: Our music is meditation. It is 
a method of centering the mind, of 
looking inward, not outward. I play for 
inner peace, and my one and only crite- 
rion is ‘Am I feeling blissful?’ 

RTI: Talking of meditation, how did 
you find the ashram? 

Punditji: Beautiful! It is a world of its 
own. And the people living here are 
aware of what they are doing. Nor- 
mally, we talk too much and do very 


[ play for inner peace, 
and my one and only 
criterion is ‘Am Î feel- 
ing blissful?’ 


little and it requires great strength to put 
words into practice. The auditorium in 
which I played last night had a very 
strong vibe. So much satsang has hap- 
pened here that it has left its impact on 
the atmosphere. 

RTI: Bhagwan recently gave you one 
of His books—Rajneesh Dhyan Yoga. 
What were your impressions of it? 
Punditji: Once I started to read this 


Pundit Shivkumar Sharma on Audience 
Participation 


People who come to listen to me 
should not be seeking entertainment. 
When I play, T am in a very peaceful 
state of mind. A fountainhead of bliss 
springs out of my being. And I want to 
share that bliss with my listeners, but to 
make it happen, they will have to meet 
me halfway. They will have to come to 
a certain level. It does not mean that 
they have to study the theory of music. 
All that they have to do is relax their 
minds, feel the melody of notes and try 
to be present. And the technicalities of 
the music will disappear, leaving be- 
hind pure feelings. In that state we can 
communicate with each other. 

Indian music is totally different 
from Western music. It is not pre- 
planned. There is no ready-made out- 


line. You just go on stage, and anything 
that descends on you is created. If you 
ask me to repeat it, IT will not be able to 
do so. You can call it the creativity or 
spontaneity of Indian music, for it is 
born out of meditation. It is not a 
pre-composed notation which you 
have to read and play on stage. It is 
being created that very moment. 

Therefore much depends on the 
audience. They participate in the crea- 
tion. In fact the music that is being cre- 
ated on stage is a dialogue between the 
players and the listeners. If they are 
expecting to watch a duel between the 
drummer and the instrumentalist, then 
they are destroying the very spirit of 
Indian classical music. 


book, I could not put it down. This is 
the speciality of Bhagwan’s books. 
They are so absorbing that you can 
forego your meals, you can forget to 
meet your friends, but you cannot give 
up the book until you have finished it. 
This book has the answer to all types of 
personalities, whether you are an in- 
trovert or an extrovert. None other than 
Bhagwan can give such original think- 
ing to the world. 

RTI: Have you practiced any of His 
meditations? 

Punditji: Music is my meditation. 
When Iam practicing, I try to listen to 
my own music, as if someone else was 
playing. Until I read Rajneesh Dhyan 
Yoga 1 didn’t know that this is a medi- 
tation technique called ‘“witnessing’. I 
was immensely joyful when I came 
across it, and it has become my obses- 
sion ever since. Iam constantly watch- 
ing my breathing and my thoughts. 


… and on Clapping 


Classical music is becoming more 
and more popular in the west. Gradu- 
ally, the audience as well as the musi- 
cians are harboring the illusion that the 
amount of applause is the measure of 
success in a performance. 

Why do people clap? Have you ever 
thought about it? Partly, it is the eti- 
quette. The artist has travelled all the 
way to your place, and he has to be 
encouraged. The mob psychology 
works and you start clapping. 

Secondly, it is due to excitement. 
The musician increases his beat, your 
limbs start vibrating and you end up 


clapping. But there are two aspects to 


music — the note and the beat. You 
don’t feel like clapping when a musi- 
cian is playing combinations of notes 
and creating a soft pool of melody. A 











RTI: Can you say something about 
Bhagwan? 

Punditji: It is beyond us to say any- 
thing about Bhagwan. Whatever we 
say would not be enough. The greatest 
power that I have found in him is that 
you may read about a subject all your 
life not understanding anything. Then 
the moment you read his analysis, it all 
becomes crystal clear. Whether it is 
Patanjali or Meera or Zen, he has an 
amazing insight into the deepest and 
subtlest feelings of human beings. As 
far as can see, he is unparalleled. 

The people who live in supersti- 
tions may not find his statements palat- 
able, but the things I have always felt 
but could not express are uttered by 
Bhagwan. He is so powerful that he can 
change the thinking of the whole world. 
Perhaps he has done that already. He 
has the capacity to create a new world! 


note makes you serene and silent, and a 
beat excites you. 

lam very happy when I am able to 
create music which makes people for- 
gettoclap; when they lose their sense of 
time, and forget where they are sitting; 
when they forget that the concert has 
started or finished and forget to get up 
and go away. 

The applause can create a subtle 
competition between the musicians — 
who gets the most applause? Then there 
is an attempt to draw it from the audi- 
ence, but this attitude is making Indian 
music deviate from its mainstream. It is 
losing its center. 

It is like this: Do you feel like clap- 
ping when you listen to Bhagwan? In 
His presence we cannot even bring 
ourselves to move our limbs, lest we 
disturb the silence in the auditorium. 
That is how I would like it to be with 
music. 








El 
ä 


fe sat 





ADVERTISING WORKs ! 


Swami Anand Vibhavan of Ansu Publishing Company recently reported that sales 
of the new book “Mojud” have been astounding. Letters are coming in from all over 
the world ordering copies of the limited edition of 


MO 
IheManWithlhe 
INEXPLICABLE 

LIFE 


signed personally by Bhagwan. 

“It’s so exciting actually being part of the Mojud phenomenon. The advertisements 
we placed in the Rajneesh Times International are reaching people everywhere. 
Proceeds of the first 26 limited edition books sold are being donated to the Rajneesh 
Times to sponsor a full color page in the next 24 issues of the Rajneesh Times Inter- 
national to help support the work of Bhagwan.” 


For your copy of the limited edition, signed personally by Bhagwan, contact: 


ANSU Publishing Co., Inc. 
1412 S.W. Beaverton Hwy. Suite 204 Portland, Oregon 97225 U.S.A. 
(503) 297-8377 FAX 503-297-2318 
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Bhagwan has us all “YAAHOO- 
ing” into a great let-go of laughter in 
discourse lately. However there is no 
need to wait until discourse. With this 
meditation you can “YAAHOO”your 
way into laughing anytime. 


The Laughing Meditation 


“Laughter brings some energy from 
your inner source to your surface. 
Energy starts flowing, follows laughter 
like a shadow. Have you watched it? 
When you really laugh, for those few 
moments you are in a deep meditative 
state. Thinking stops. It is impossible to 
laugh and think together. They are 
diametrically opposite: either you can 
laugh or you can think. If you really 
laugh, thinking stops. If you are still 
thinking, laughter will be just so-so 
lagging behind. It will be a crippled 
laughter. 

When you really laugh, suddenly 
mind disappears. As far as I know, 
dancing and laughter are the best, 
natural, easily approachable doors. If 
you really dance, thinking stops. You 
go on and on, you whirl and whirl, and 
you become a whirlpool — all bounda- 
ries, all diversions are lost. You don’t 
even know where your body ends and 


This Is It 


Beloved Bhagwan, 

What did you do in those years 
immediately after your enlightenment? 

It is a difficult question. The first 
thing was a great silence, almost un- 
breakable, followed the experience as 
if the mind had stopped functioning. 
There was nothing to do about it—ex- 
cept to watch. It was difficult for my 
family, friends. Obviously, they 
thought I had gone mad. 

My family has always worried 
about me, concerned that I’m not fol- 
lowing the well-trodden path and I am 
moving in dangerous experiments, and 
the danger of going mad was cusily 
conceivable. 

And when I stopped speaking—it 
will be better to say that the speaking 
stoppeditself, I was not a partner in it— 
people will ask questions and I will not 
be able even to give answers to simple 
things. 

For almost two years, inside it was 
a tremendous rejoicing. Outside it be- 
came a trouble. The people who 
thought they were trying to help me 
were really a nuisance. I should have 
been left alone to myself. But they were 
worried that I may go deeper into this 
madness. 


They could also feel that I am not 


miserable, that Tam immensely happy. 
But mad people ordinarily are happy, 
are rarely miserable. So that was not 
against their idea of madness; on the 
contrary, it was supportive that some- 
thing should be done to me. 


MEDITATION 
“YAAHOO” Yourself to Laughter 


where existence begins. You melt into 
existence and existence melts into you; 
there is an overlapping of boundaries. 
And if you are really 
dancing — not man- 
aging it but allowing 
it to manage you, al- 
lowing it to possess 
you — if you are pos- 
sessed by dance, 
thinking stops. 

The same hap- 
pens with laughter. If 
you are possessed by 
laughter, thinking 
stops. 

Laughter can be a 
beautiful introduc- 
tion to a non-thinking 
state. 

Instructions: 

“Every morning upon waking, be- 
fore opening your eyes, stretch like a 
cat. Stretch every fiber of your body. 


After three four minutes, with eyes still 


closed, begin to laugh. For five minutes 
just laugh. At first you will be doing it, 
but soon the sound of your attempt will 
cause genuine laughter. Lose yourself 
in laughter. It may take several days 
before it really happens, because we are 
so unaccustomed to the phenomenon. 





But before long it will be spontaneous 
and will change the whole nature of 
your day 





The Laughing Buddha: 


“There is another story, in Japan, of 
the laughing Buddha, Hotei. His whole 
teaching was just laughter. He would 
move from one place to another, from 
one marketplace to another 
marketplace. He would stand in the 
middle of the market and start laughing 
— that was his sermon. His laughter 
was catching, infectious; a real laugh- 
ter, his whole belly pulsating with the 
laughter, shaking with laughter. He 


GLIMPSES 


They were bringing people thought 
to be wise, and I was really amazed that 
these people were not even in the cate- 
gory of the common-sense people. 
They were full of garbage of the scrip- 
tures. 

Just one man, a man who was not 
known to be a wise man, met me in 
those days. And he was the only sane 
man in these two years of my silence. 
He was a strange beggar, strange be- 
cause he was respected by many 
people; but he was a beggar. All he pos- 
sessed was simply a small mug. Be- 
cause of that mug, he was called Magga 
Baba. And people will be dropping 
money or food or anything into his 
mug, and he was not preventing others 
who wanted to take money from his 
mug or things that others have dropped 
into it. He will be as willing to those 
who wanted to take money out of it. 

One of my uncles thought that per- 
haps this man may be of some help. He 
was silent, or sometimes he will speak 
gibberish—you could not understand 
what he was saying, Nobody could 
even figure out what language it was, it 
was no language. He was just like small 
children when they start speaking for 
the first time—they go on saying any- 
thing, repeating anything. 

But the man had some magnetic 
quality. He used to lie down in the night 
in the rain just in front of his shop under 
the shade. I had seen him a few times 
and he had smiled whenever I had seen 
him—he was not far away from my 
place. His smile was of great under- 
standing. 

And when one of my uncles 
thought that it would be good to bring 


Magga Baba and “see what he does to 
him”, Magga Baba was brought. His 
bringing was also a special kind; you 
could not invite him because he was not 
on talking terms with anybody. He will 
not say “yes” or “no”. You have simply 
to bring a rickshaw and catch hold of 
him, and he will not refuse. At least 
three times he was stolen, because his 
followers in other villages simply took 
him away. They will sit him in a rick- 
shaw, and he was willing, he was not 
resistant to anything. He enjoyed the 
ride and he went there. 

But hundreds of his followers here 
were missing him. 

So my uncle went with a few of his 
friends and put Magga Baba in a rick- 
shaw and brought him home. He came 
close to me and whispered in my ear, 
“This is it, and don’t be worried about 


these people; they are all mad.” 


Perhaps this was the first time he 
had spoken to anybody without Any 
gibberish. 


And everybody gathered around. 
And it was a trouble for them to figure 


it out because Magga Baba will not Say 
what he has whispered, 1 was not going 
to say what he has whis- : 
pered. 
But one thing they felt, f5_ 
that Magga Baba was very | 
happy with me. He hugged f 
me and left. 
That helped my family 
and friends, that there may 
be something “we are not | 
understanding,” but others | 
thought that they are both | 
mad. “He is a famous old { 
madman; now he has an- t 





would roll on the ground with laughter. 
People who would collect together, 
they would start laughing, and then the 
laughter would 
spread, and tidal 
waves of laughter, 
and the whole village 
would be over- 
whelmed with 
laughter. People 
used to wait for Hotei 
to come to their vil- 
lage because he 
brought such joy, 
such blessings. He 
never uttered a single 
word, never. You 
asked about Buddha 
and he would laugh; 
you asked about enlightenment and he 
would laugh; you asked about truth and 
he would laugh. Laughter was his only 
message.” 
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, 
The Secret of Secrets 


The Laughing meditation is from a 
new book, Meditation: The First And 
Last Freedom which contains many 
different techniques given by 


Bhagwan. 
Wadud 


other mad one.” 

But still it was a great solace that 
there was one man who was able to 
understand me. And because of his 
understanding me, I started slowly to 
speak—that perhaps there may bea few 
more people who can be helped. Maybe 
they are just on the verge. But as I began 
speaking, it came in the same way as 
silence had come—just as if the whole 
ocean of silence—and when I started 
speaking the same was the case with 
speaking. Suddenly the mind started 
functioning and I was speaking con- 
tinuously. 

People started coming to me, ask- 
ing my advice; people started coming to 
me to lecture in their congregation, in 
some conference, in some other city. I 
was discoursing sometimes five times a 
day, almost the whole day in different 
conferences and different meetings, 
colleges and universities. And my 
silence was untouched. m 


Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 

The Path of the Mystic, 

| Discourse 25, May 17,1986, 
| Evening 



















Rajneesh Times International 


MASTERPIECES 


Dolma’s Question - Part 2 


Beloved Bhagwan, 

The other night I heard You give an an- 
swer to the American sannyasin, Dolma, in 
response to a question asked by another 
Dolma. 

It seems as if it was the question Dolma 
needed to ask, but hadn't: so you helped her 
to. Your compassion is simply stunning. 

Interestingly, several sannyasins were 
quite concerned that You seem to have got 
the Dolmas mixed up and that You were— 
quote — “wrong”. 

Would You please comment? 


Maneesha, I have not used the whole name, Deva 
Dolma, knowingly, because 1 wanted to answer an- 
other Dolma who was here two months ago and re- 
mained just for two days. She said to people, “This is 
not the place for me anymore and these are not the 
people with whom I would like to live” — and left. 

I knew certainly that this question could not be 
from that Dolma, but just as she needed the answer you 
also needed the answer. The Dolmas may have been 
different, but their questions deep down were the 
same. Moreover I answered not the question, but the 


person. 

Both of the Dolmas have a similar problem of per- 
sonality. You are more courageous because you have 
remained; the other one was a coward. Rather than ac- 
cepting that she has betrayed the commune she 


QAINEESH REBALANCING REFRESHER 


with 


Swami Prem Anubuddha 


June 26 - July 5 1988, Amsterdam wg 


10 day in - depth journey into 
Rajneesh Rebalancing... 


Topic Areas include 


e touching and feeling craniosacral pulse in the body 
e Rebalancing and acupuncture points 


e spinal balancing and adjustments 


e whole body joint release — liquid bodywork 


(2 days with Ma Satyo Pratita) 





thought it was better to leave the place. She could not 
stand to see herself in the mirror of the thousand eyes 
around; every eye would have reflected her guilt. And 
how was she going to face me? She had not even 
written a question or a letter. 

There has been nothing wrong. I have my own 
ways; this is not a teaching school, this is the world of 
a master who is concerned with your potential being. 
And as far as your potential being is concerned, most 
of the questions are exactly about you. You may not 
have stumbled upon it today — perhaps tomorrow, or 
perhaps you may have raised the question within 
yourself yesterday but were not courageous enough to 
expose yourself. 

Every question has to be understood as the ques- 
tion of the whole commune. Only then can you learn 











SS 


as much as possible to learn. If you think, “It is the 
question of Deva Dolma, it has nothing to do with us,” 
you are missing something. Something in it must be a 
part of you too, expressed or unexpressed. Perhaps a 
few have betrayed, a few are waiting to betray, but Iam 
not addressing questions, IT am addressing the whole 
commune, the whole atmosphere in which I want you 
to live and grow. 

It is just a strategy that I answer somebody’s ques- 
tion. There is no need at all even to mention the name, 
because the question as such belongs to almost every 
human being, more or less. 


Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 
Om Shantih Shantih Shantih 
Discourse 21, March 11, 1988 





eating…or, if you are not doing anything, just breathing, resting, 


relaxing in the grass — never forget that you are a watcher. 


Make it an inner process continuously. You will be surprised 


e working with pain points and held energy in the body 


e lots of juice and gossip from Poona 
e Rajneesh Rebalancing.….beyond 20 sessions 
e learning to lead movement awareness classes and 


weekend workshops 


e howto present Rebalancing and create a more 
successful business (very many creative things around 


this have been happening!) 
e “Meditation and Rebalancing” 


De Stad Rajneesh Mystery School 


Cornelis Troostpein 23 e 1072 JJ Amsterdam 


tel: 020 - 5732123/11/21 


how life changes its whole quality.” 
The Rajneesh Bible Voll 


Since its beginning in Poona in April. 1980, Rajneesh Rebalancing 
has developed into one of the most sensitive and highly regarded 
forms of deep bodywork. (In fact, over the last 3 years, more 


people from Europe, Japan and Australia have experienced 
Rebalancing than any other kind of deep bodywork session. There 


are now more than 600 trained practitioners of Rajneesh 


Rebalancing worldwide.) 


Under Bhagwan's guidance and in the environment of the World 


Academy for Creative Sciences, Arts and Consciousness, 


limited to 24 participants 


Rebalancing is really flowering! 


Price: 1400 DM ( 500 DM deposit) 


includes 10 nights room and board in the 
Caravanserai plus 10 Rebalancing sessions! 





(possible to book 3 & 5 day sections) 
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AMBASSADORS 


You are all my Ambassadors 


“You are here from different lands, 
from different races, from different or- 
ganizations; you will be spreading all 
over the world. 

You are going to be my ambassa- 
dors… 

They can prevent me from entering 
their countries, but they cannot prevent 
my ambassadors. So I am going to de- 
clare soon, in all the countries, my am- 
bassadors— propagating the birthofa 
new man and a new world.” 

In December of 1987, with these 
words Bhagwan declared His intention 
to establish a network of people to rep- 
resent Him throughout the world. On 
her return from Korea, Ma Shantam 
Lani was appointed by Bhagwan to be 
His World Ambassador. With the re- 
cent wave of international book fairs, 
Lani’s work has so far been tied to book 
and tape distribution. But if you have 
ever heard her giggle, you could guess 
that there is another side to her repre- 
sentation. Between the gales of laugh- 
ter, she told us about it. 


RTI: How do you see the 
ambassador’s role? 

Lani: To be an invitation to people to 
come and get a taste of Bhagwan. He 
once said that we are His biography — 
all of us. That wherever you taste the 
sea, the sea is salty. Wherever you see 
a sannyasin, you see Bhagwan. Isee my 
work as sharing my enthusiasm, to go 
out there and offer Bhagwan'’s vision. 
But it's hard to put His vision into 
words. It’s something more than words, 


something I can only give a taste of, not 
really explain. But if all of us are coura- 
geous enough to be individuals, live our 
own truth, the impact on the world 
would be really amazing. 

RTI: How can this relate to 
living in the world? AN 
Lani: A lot of people discon- 
nect when they are making | 
money, or living their livesinthe | 
world. But they can stay con- 
nected. Bhagwan always trick- 
les in anyway. Like this neck- 
lace I'm wearing. I keep going 
back to it. It says: “Live, Laugh, 
Love.” It's a reminder just to 
enjoy life. And the more open 
with people I am, the more joy- FP _ 
ful itis. Living my experience — 
that's my connection. I used to 
work in a travel agency in Laguna. One 
day, when I was out to lunch, a san- 
nyasin called from Idaho. She was 
meant to fly from L.A. the next day and 
still hadn’t gotten her ticket in the mail. 
It was all a big mess, and the sannyasin 
started laughing. The owner couldn’t 
believe this girl’s reaction — so 1 told 


her about celebrating. She said she was _ 


going to send her husband to see 
Bhagwan. 

So He just keeps trickling in, and 
telling people is not like a missionary 
trip, not like reinforcing my beliefs, it’s 
simply sharing. 

RTI: Whatelse can any of us do to help 
let people know about Bhagwan? 

Lani: Again, it’s individual. People 
everywhere, in planes, in taxis, are talk- 





ing to each other. That's a great chance 
to give people a taste. That word keeps 
coming up. When someone asks me 
which book is best, I tell them it’s like 
ice cream — you try strawberry, you try 
chocolate, how can you tell which is 
best? I carry a little bag of tricks with 
me when Î travel. It has some copies of 
the Rajneesh Times International, a 
VE OS ge Eet 
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book catalogue, some photos of 
Bhagwan, different things. Also, we're 
trying to get in touch with people for the 
World Academy of Creative Arts, Sci- 
ence and Consciousness—academics, 
artists, scientists— people who can see 
the world situation and are ready to 
look at an effective way of doing some- 
thing about it. 

RTI: Is there anything else you'd like 
to say? 

Lani: Bhagwan wants His words 
available. All the books are sold at cost 









This article is sponsored 
by: 





BOOKS 


THE GREAT PILGRIMAGE: 
FROM HERE TO HERE 


by Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, The Rebel Publishing House, 
Discourses from September 6, 1987-October 3, 1987 


* It is always the best policy to speak the 
truth unless, of course, you are an ex- 
ceptionally good liar. 

* Punk yoga is when you stand on some- 
one else's head. 

* Tolerance is the uncomfortable feel- 
ing you get sometimes when you think 
the other person may be right after all. 


These are some of the sutras 
Bhagwan comments on in this question 
and answer book as He delves yet again 
into the human predicaments around 
love, middle age, society and politics. 
The best a reviewer can do is step aside 
and offer a sampling of what He has to 
say. 
“Rejoice! I repeat, rejoice totally. 
And if your heart is dancing give it full 
energy. This isa place of dance, of song, 
of laughter.” 

In response to a disciple facing the 
anxieties of growing old, Bhagwan 
gives him loads of sutras to meditate on. 
Among them are: “Middle age is when 


it takes longer to rest than it does to get 
tired.” 

But Bhagwan makes it clear that He 
is not here to entertain us. “Other than 
your enlightenment, nothing will make 
me celebrate you. IT would like to cele- 
brate for all of you, but you have to 
blossom to your utmost potentiality.” 

On the issue of the media trying to 
silence Him, Bhagwan says: “If a man 
like Gautama Buddha, without any tele- 
vision, without any newspapers, with- 
out any radio, could convert the whole 
of Asia, what is the problem? I am not 
dependent on their news media.” 
*Epitaph on tombstone of a 
hypochondriac: “SEE!” 

On the subject of diseases and suf- 
fering He says: “Seventy percent of 
your diseases are just mind diseases, 
they are not really there. You simply 
believe they are there, and because you 
believe, they are there.” In response to 
a musician who asks Bhagwan “What is 
your instrument?” He says “Y ou are my 





instrument. Your guitar is my guitar. 
Your fingers playing on the instru- 
ments are my fingers.” Bhagwan says 
that music is higher than philosophy be- 
cause, consisting of sounds and si- 
lences, itis more primary. “Existence is 
full of sounds, but it never speaks a 
single word.” 





OM SHANTIH SHANTIH SHANTIH 
Discourse 6, FEBRUARY 28 1988, 
Evening 

A discourse on mediums and healers 
and how people can be exploited; an- 
swering why many sannyasins are at- 
tracted to such people while a living 
enlightened master is present. 


OM SHANTIH SHANTIH SHANTIH 
Discourse 28, MARCH 19 1988, Eve- 
ning 

Bhagwan describes himself as the 
new style master. He doesn’t ask obe- 
dience and faith, only understanding. 
Life around old-style masters like 
Buddha was “almost like an army”. The 
masters laid down the rules and dis- 
ciples followed. “1 am a beginning and 
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price. We don’teven charge royalties to 
other publishers. We’ll help people 
who want to publish His books. We (the 
World Ambassador's department) 
would like information from people 
everywhere about what exhibitions and 
fairs are happening in their countries. 
Bhagwan has spoken on every subject 
and every issue that affects mankind. It 
would be good if His words 
LB were available to anyone who is 
reviewing or assessing these 
issues. That's what being an 
\ ambassador is about, creating 


he | the siwation where His invita- 


tion is shared, His taste is given, 
His words are offered. 

“In fact, every sannyasin is my 
ambassador … 

To make a certain man respon- 
sible is not making him a dicta- 
tor for you. It is making him a 
help, a contact center, because 
the fight is going to be all over 
the world. Twenty-five coun- 
tries have prevented my entry. Now I 
have to find my own ways to enter, and 
in each country I am going to have an 
embassy. For the first time a single in- 
dividual is going to have embassies 
around the world. And those embassies 
will be your meeting places, because 
the fight is going to become more and 
more intense. And because I cannot en- 
ter, in every country sannyasins have to 
fight their own governments and their 
stupidity.” 


mn 





Near Sandhurst road Rly. Station 45, Dr. Meisheri Road 
Bornbay 400 0099, India Tel. office 855 O1 82 resid. 52 45 98 






Bhagwan says “IT don’t know 
singing am song.” 

To His friends and lovers He sug- 
gests: “You can dance and it will be my 
dance. 

You can sing and it will be my 
song.” 

m 





an end: beginning of a new kind of 
master and an end of the old-style of 
masters.” 






YAAHOO!—THE MYSTIC ROSE 

Discourse 10, March 30, 1988,Evening 
In a touching way Bhagwan opens for us 
doors to the world of Kabir, an Indian 
Mystic. Suddenly you are transported to 
a world of poetry; the swan, the symbol 
of the soul — white, pure, from the alone 
to the alone. Then we go to a sannyasin’s 
serious problem: feeling lately like a 
wrinkled up old prune. Bhagwan gives 
some remarkable suggestions for age- 
ing people. Better than any plastic sur- 
geon can do! m 



























These discourses are already avail- 
able on audio and video tape from 
distribution centers worldwide(see 
list on page 23) 
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À Class 


HOTEL 


CRETE 


CENTER FOR HEALING ARTS 


Hotel Kapila 


174, Dhole Patil Road Pune - 411001 Tel 61272, 65440, 66902 






























near to the ashram * recommended 





Kalypso is a quiet meditative vacation resort located on 
Crete—the home of Zorba the Greek-—in the heart of the 
Mediterranean. Our visitors stay in authentic Greek 
bungalows set amid untouched natural splendors. They 
play all the watersports, tennis or enjoy a massage, a 
health workshop or any of the daily meditations. Kalypso 
offers superb vegetarian food, non - vegetarian a la carte, 
the sun and the sea. 

Kalypso Cretian Village 
Plakias S.A. - Karavos Plakia 
Rethymno, Crete 
Tel:(0832)31 210-31296-31297 


Ma Amrito 


rara 


friendly & homely atmosphere 
good & clean rooms 
room service 
travel agent 
doctor on call 
tourist taxis available 
GE de 


Meet as strangers - part as friends 


RAJNEESH MYSTERIE BOOKSHOP 


AMSTERDAM 
NIEUWE NEDERLANDSE UITGAVEN 





haas „if Leven, Liefde, Lachen 
IN In dit boekje biedt Bnagwan een alternatief 

a voor de wanhoop & de malaise waarin wij 

Do a leven: leven, liefde, lachen 11.95 

















De Rebel, het zout der aarde 
De Nieuwe Rebel is niet reactionair, 

revolutionair of politiek, maar creatief & vrij: 
een experiment voor de toekomst. 11.95 






ROOM 







Jaren van voorbereiding 
Het laatste boek van Amrito 29.50 








The only Chinese restaurant ín the country 
which has been awarded 
for “Best Chinese food & service” 


by World Famous Restaurant International (USA) 












In de ban van je kinderbeelden 
Op deze herdruk van Siddharta's beroemde 
boek over adem - & neo-hypnotherapie als 
brug naar meditatie hebben velen jarenlang 
zitten wachten 39.50 









M.S.G. ís not used in our cooking. 


VERKRIJGBAAR BĲ DE BOEKHANDEL & VIA 


2434 East Street. Poona 020 -5732 130; Fax: 020 - 5732 132 


For reservations, dial 63355. 
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Come to 


SURYAM 


RAÏNEESH MEDITATION CENTER 
ON THE MAGIC ISLAND SANTORINI 
| IN GREECE 


Laughter relaxing into the unique 
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\inikia, Santorini, Greece. Tel: 0030/286 71385 


ini, Hotel 


Woodland 


HOSPITALITY OUR CONCERN 


The moment you step in here, elegance welcomes 
you. Everything smiles at you. A lovely welcome smile. 
And absolute comfort. Woodland's location and 
design are unique. Plenty of illumination, but not the 
hot sun. Excellent ventilation, with peaceful 
atmosphere…and all the amenities you want. It is like 
your own sweet home… utterly friendly… 
to relax. 















Be our Guest... 


You'll almost feel at Home — (78 


Hotel SRIMAAN. The newest Hotel RI 
in Poona. Minutes away from Zi 


the Ashram. Located in a 
meditative setting. (4 
® Round-The-Clock Services \ 
®@ Furnished A/C Rooms ED \ 

































® Telephone, Cable TV., Channel Music 
® 24 Hrs. Hot & Cold Water en, 
® Laundry, Car Wash 


Everything to make you Srimaan 
feel at Home 361/5, Bund Garden Road, 
Opp. Bund Garden, 


Pune 411 OO1. Tel.: 62367 












SADHU VASWANI CIRCLE, NEAR POONA RAILWAY STATION 
POONA - 411 001 e TEL: 61111 















BOOCHA THE 


ELECTRIC 


STORES EXPERIENCE 


Classic Indian Cuisine Superb Atmosphere Friendly Service 


For everything electrical 
and in electronics. 
Sales and Repairs. 


So Good You'll Want to have The Experience 
over and over again. 


| RESTAURANT 


Jangli Maharaj Road, Pune 4 
Tel.51770, 56149 


Boocha Electric Stores 
14-B Mahatma Gandhi Road, 
Pune, tel.: 66360 





A Low Calorie HEALTH DRINK 


eeeseseseseseseeseseeseseesesesesesessesesesesesesesesee cs 
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CARAVANSERAI 


VISIT AMSTERDAM AND STAY WITH US 


The budget accommodation of De Stad Rajneesh 
Pijnackerstraat 5, Amsterdam Tel: (020) 5732121 Tram 25 from Central Station 

















M.U. Motiwala jewellers 
Wholesale dealers in: 
Real pearls, diamonds, precious & semiprecious stones and 


all kinds of semiprecious necklace beads. 


Sonya Maruti Chowk Laxmi Road opp. Punjab National Bank. 
Pune 411002 phone: 445554 





WE OFFER YOU 

single beds fl. 15 & 17.50 * double beds fl. 30 & 35 
* A relaxing atmosphere « Clean rooms « 24 hr. reception & security 
* Garden with terrace * Lounge/bar 









Coror PHoro STupIo en enen RA 
* Exclusive range of nighties | 


AWARD WINNERS NO.4, Main Street, Pune 411001 * Swimwear for men, women and children 


rapho Videography | IMPERIAL HOSIERY 


… For anything in Photography, Videography 
and Lamination 294/95 M.G. ROAD, PUNE 1, tel.: 60606 
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With best compliments 








Alukon Fabricators Pvt Ltd 
Franchise of ALUMILITE 


Aluminium fabricators and designers 


Plot No. J 327 e M.ID.C, Bhosari Industrial Area 


Pimpri, Poona 411026 
Phone:8/494 








Hotel Pushparaj 


Just a few minutes walk from the ashram 
You will feel completely at home 
and in the vicinity of nature 
All rooms and summerhouses airy 
and with gardens 









120 Koregaon Park 
Pune 411001 
Phone: 66298 







OPP. JAHANGIR NURSING HOME, 
NEAR PUNE STATION, PUNE - 411 001. 
PHONE - 62557/62056 


GURU NANAK ([PEALERS IN: 


EXTILES 






















UY OR RENT 























Wedding Sarees 


Silk Sarees 
TAILORS LADIES AND GENTS || Pure Silk 


Shop N° 49, Wonderland 7, M.G. Road, Pune 411001 Viscose and Cotton 
CLOSED ON SATURDAY (OPEN ON SUNDAY) Wollen and Cotton 
Phone: Shop 60960 Resi. 20932 Shawls 


PREMS 


RESTAURANT 






















































_ Be Mobile on , Dance on Marble! 
Hero de si, Panther le [= on 
ontact: 

al olerele Hell 5 Cambay Stones 

28/2 Koregaon Park DIE ad Uo, for rent Swami Yatin Bharti 
Pune 411001 Tara Baug Building 469-475 Maulana Azad 
Tel: 69103 285, Bund Garden Road meet Swami Dayal Bharti Road 
En A Times: 11am/2.30pm Bombay 400 004 








HOROSCOPE 


Mood of the Moment 
May 1 —15 
Day and night, light and darkness are now appearing in stark 
opposition to each other. Light is represented by the conjunction 
of the full moon with Pluto in Scorpio. 
We need to stay alert and recognize these “opposites” as two 
sides of the same coin. 
Mind is not going to help because it comprehends existence as 
a dualistic system. Seeing reality as a whole, without 
contradictions and borders is only possible with the eyes of your 
inner being. These eyes are opened only through mediation. 































SAGITTARIUS 
The first half of May is 
presenting you with the- 


brightest sunshine. Let 


the past be past and enter the herenow 

with fresh courage. It’s spring! Enjoy! 
Ö So, stop brooding about 
how to please others. 


Instead, express yourself without 
compromise. 





ARIES 
Now is a time of waiting 
and resting, the calm 
before the storm. Don’t 
get yourself entangled in dramas. Relax 
and watch as things unfold on their own. 








































CAPRICORN 
Your life is about you. 


TAURUS 
Let your light shine 
bright. But, be careful 
not to project your darker 
sides onto others. Accept yourself, 
accept others. 














































GEMINI LEO _ LIBRA NIA AQUARIUS 
For you a time of retreat What you are in your uammmmmm There is no way around NANA Go inside and be in the 
and meditation is innermost core should be saying “YES” or “NO” center of the cyclone. 









Stay in contact with 
yourself. You will find there resources 
of power, trust and self confidence to 
meet the challenges of life. 


totally. Get involved 
completely and you will see the 
formerly threatening darkness glowing 
from the inside and offering a new 
depth to your life. 


reflected in the outer. Be 
a whole and consciously accept all your 


aspects. 


beginning. You are 
questioning your old identity and are 
becoming aware of how much your 
mind dominates you. The new needs 
time and space for its growth. 








































PISCES 
Forget your dreams and 
extraordinary visions. 
It's time to play, to learn 
and share. Take it easy is your sutra for 
the next two weeks. 


VIRGO 
Something greater is 
cooking. This sutra can 
be of tremendous help in 
the next two weeks. Try to see things 
from a higher plane and in a larger 
context. 


SCORPIO 
Everything you love and 
admire in others is part of 
you! There is no reason 
for envy and jealousy. Look upon others 
with new eyes and discover yourself 
with love. 


CANCER 

You are going through a 
very deep trans- 
formation. Let go. Make 
friends with people who are on the path 
towards the inner. They are going to 
help you. 
















WORLDWIDE DISTRIBUTION 
CENTERS FOR THE WORKS OF 
BHAGWAN SHREE RAJNEESH 


Books by Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh are avail- 
able AT COST PRICE in many languages 
throughout the world. Bhagwan's discourses 
have been recorded live on audiotape and 
videotape. There are many recordings of 
Rajneesh meditation music and celebration 
music played in His presence, as well as beauti- 
ful photographs of Bhagwan. For further informa- 
tion contact one of these distribution centers: 


EUROPE 


Rajneesh Times 
International 
Press Clippings File 


If you see anything in the papers or 
other media which mentions 
Bhagwan, or items you think would 
interest Him, we would love to receive 
it. Include name of paper, place and 
date, and mail to: 


BESTELBON 
NEDERLANDSE EDITIE 





Ondergetekende, 


West Germany - Rajneesh Verlags Gmbh 
Venloerstr. 5-7 5000 Köln 1 
Tel. 0221 / 5740743 

-The Rebel Publishing House GmbH 

(address & Tel.no. as above) 

Fax 0221 / 5740749 

Also available from nationwide bookshop distributor 
VVA Vereinigte Verlagsauslieferung GmbH 

An der Autobahn-Postf.7777 
4830 Gütersloh 

Italy - Rajneesh Services Corporation 

Via XX Settembre 12 -28041 Arona ( NO ) 

Tel. 02/8392 194 ( Milan office ) 

Holland - Rajneesh Distributie Centrum 
Cornelius Troostplein 23 

1072 JJ Amsterdam Tel. 020) 5732 130 
Switzerland - Mingus AG, Asylstr. 11 

8032 Zurich Tel. 01 - 2522012 

Denmark - Anwar Distribution 

Carl Johansgrade 8, 5 - 2100 Copenhagen 

Tel. (45) - O1 - 42 0218 

Norway- Devananda Rajneesh Meditation Center 
P.O. Box 177 Vinderen - 0386 Oslo 3 

Tel. 02- 49 15 90 

Sweden - Madhur Rajneesh Meditation Center 
Hag Tornsv.30 -12235 Enskede (Stockholm) 
Tel.08-394946 

United Kingdom- Purnima Rajneesh Publications 
95/A Northview Rd. London N8 7LR 

Tel. 01-341 4317 

Spain - Gulaab Rajneesh Information and Meditation 
Center 'Es Serralet' — Estellens 

07192 Mallorca-Baleares tel.(71) 410470 
ASIA 

India - Rajneeshdham,17 Koregaon Park 
Poona411001 M.S. Tel.( 0212 ) 60963 

Japan - Eer Rajneesh Neo -Sannyas Commune 
Mimura Building 6- 21-34 

Kikuna Kohoku-ku Yokohama, 222 

Tel. 045 - 434 1981 
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Rajneesh Meditation & Healing center - P.O. Box 1097 
160 High Street, Fremantle , WA 6160 
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ADVERTISING 
CONTRIBUTIONS 
AD SIZE: 
FULL PAGE COLOR 
HALF PAGE COLOR 
FULL PAGE B&W 


wil graag een 


jaarabonnement van 24 nummers en wacht daartoe een 
accept-giro van FL 100,- af ( degenen die buiten de Benelux 
wonen ontvangen een acceptgiro van FL 142,- ). 


proefabonnement van 5 nummers en heeft daartoe een 
bedrag van FL 19,50 overgemaakt 

op rek.nr. 54.03.76.191 van de ABN Bank, Amsterdam, het 
gironummer van de ABN Bank is 6269, 

of op Postbank rekening nr. 500 9471, beide ten name van 
Vereniging De Stad Rajneesh, te Amsterdam. 


SIXTEENTH PAGE B&W 
BUSINESS MINI BOX 


Discounts -10% for 6 issues, 

15% for 12 issues 
Publications Dates - 1st and 16th of 
each month. 

Deadlines - One month before 
publication date. 

Contribution - Please enclose your 
contribution with your advertisement 


Deze bestelbon in een gefrankeerde envelop opsturen naar: 


Vereniging De Stad Rajneesh, 
Cornelis Troostplein 23 
1072 JJ Amsterdam. 


Chidvilas - P.O. Box 17550 Boulder , CO 80308 
Tel .( 303 ) 665 6611 

Order Dept. 800- 777-7743 

Also available in Bookstores nationwide at Walden 
Books and B. Dalton 


to: 
RAJNEESH TIMES INTERNATIONAL 
17 Koregaon Park - Poona 411001 
MS, India 











The Transformation 
of an Intellectual 
into a Great Zen Master 



















kn JN beautifully illustrated book 
\ where Bhagwan talks about 
ci OA B the transformation of Ta Hui, 
ri OE | RM a Zen teacher, from an 

ef \ | E BR intellectual into an 
| enlightened being. Through 
the commentaries by 
Bhagwan on the teachings of 
Ta Hui, we are watching, step 
by step, the birth of a great 
buddha. 
his book is a must for every 
eeker who longs to go 
beyond the mind. 


Hardcover, COSTPRICE Rs. 100 


“The whole journey of Ta Hui is significant 
because it is the journey of everyone who 
moves from ignorance to innocence, from 
mind to mindlessness, from darkness to 
ultimate light. It is your journey.” 


Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh 


To order contact your nearest distribution center (see page 23). 
The above price only applies to direct orders from Rajneeshdham. 





